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CHILD LIFE 


EGGY and her cousin Freddy had been playing out 

in the flower-garden, when Peggy’s mother called 

them into the house for lunch. As soon as they had left 

the garden, the flowers all started whispering together. 

“Who is that little boy who was playing with Peggy’? 
asked the daffodil. 

“T don’t know,” answered the bluebell. ‘“‘He just came 
today for a visit. He’s not at all like Peggy .. . Peggy has 
cheeks like roses, but the little boy’s cheeks are as white 
as lilies. What do you suppose is the matter with him”? 

“T think he’d be all right,” said the pussy-willow, “if 
he’d sit in the sun and drink plenty of water—that’s all 
we do, and look how healthy we are! I believe [’ll tell 
Peggy just what he should do to get nice rosy cheeks 
like her own.” 

So when Peggy and her cousin came out after lunch to 
play in the garden, the pussy-willow called out, “Peggy! 
Peggy!”’—until Peggy came running over. 

“We flowers,” the pussy-willow said to her, “think 
that the little boy who plays with you is much too pale 
and thin. Now, if he will just sit in the sun all day and 
drink plenty of water, he’ll soon have cheeks as rosy as 
yours ... it’s plenty of sunshine and rain that makes us 
all healthy.” 

Peggy couldn’t help laughing a little. 

“Dear pussy-willow,” she said, “‘we all need the sun- 
shine, but boys and girls need something besides water 
todrink ...we must drink plenty of milk. Mother says 
that’s one reason why Freddy is so pale and thin—he 
never would drink milk.” 

© 1927, P. Co., INc. 


Postum is one of the Post Health Products, which include also Grape-Nuts, Post 
Toasties (Double-thick Corn Flakes), Post’s Bran Flakes and Post’s Bran Chocolate. 
Your grocer sells Postumin two forms. Instant Postum, made in the cup by adding 
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“Mercy!” exclaimed the pussy-willow. “What are you 
going to do about it?” 

“He’s going to drink it now,” explained Peggy. “We 
had Postum-made-with-hot-milk for lunch—and he 
loved it! And he’s going to keep right on drinking it every 
day, just like I do. So it won’t be long before Freddy has 


rosy checks like mine . . . Postum-made-with-hot-milk 
is sure to help make him well and strong!” 

Mothers: Many of you have difficulty in getting your children to 
drink the “quart of milk a day” that child specialists insist upon. Why 
not try giving them Postum-made-with-hot-milk? It is a delicious 
drink—easy to prepare and very economical. 

Postum is made of whole wheat and bran, roasted, with a little 
sweetening—nothing more. Prepare Instant Postum with hot (not 
boiled) milk, instead of the usual boiling water, and you have a drink 
which combines the unsurpassed nourishment of milk with flavor and 
goodness of grain. A drink which brings nothing but benefit to your 
children! 

Your grocer sel!s Postum—Perhaps you would like us to send you 
a week’s supply, free, together with Carrie Blanchard’s interesting 
booklet-—“Thousands of Mothers Tell Me This Solves the Problem of 
Their Children’s Mealtime Drink.” Just mail the coupon below. 


MAIL THIS COUPON NOW! 


*&P.—C.L. 4-27 
Postum Company, INCORPORATED, Battle Creek, Mich. 
I want to make a thirty-day test of Postum. Please send me, without cost 
or obligation, one week’s supply of 
NSTANT Postum (prepared instantly in the cup) 
Please send also the Children’s booklet by Carrie Bianchard. 


In Canada, address CANADIAN Postum Company, L1D., 
812 Metropolitan Bldg., Toronto 2, Ontario 
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WAKING! 


OHO! No snow! 

And the earth’s aglow 
Beneath the April skies; 
The waking sod 

Rolls back the clod 


And sleeping flowers arise. 


Come out! Come out, 

On the hills and shout, 

Come dance while the robins sing 
In the springtime sun, 
For winter is done 

And the world is blossoming! 
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TWO LITTLE SHADOWS 


MILDRED PLEW MERRYMAN 


Te little shadows, soft as smoke, 
Come to my house to play, 
Two little frisky shadow folk 
Follow me ’round the day; 
And whether they’re shodden with 
faery shoon 
I never have noticed yet, 
But one little shadow’s a pantaloon, 
And one is a pantalet. 


Out of a bundle of rusty rhymes, 
Off of a page, perchance, 

Two little shadows oftentimes 
Come to my door to dance; 

Under the willows they silhouette 
And silver the afternoon, 

And one little shadow’s a pantalet, 
And one is a pantaloon. 


Two little shadows, soft as smoke, 
Knock at my door and wait, 

Two little frisky shadow folk 
Swing on my creakety gate; 

And whether they slid from a sliver 

of moon 

Or out of a dream, I forget, 

But one little shadow’s a pantaloon 
And one is a pantalet. 
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CHILD LIFE 


EASTER JOY 













IN SONG AND SYMPHONY 


PRIL, April, By HENRY PURMORT EAMES, LL. B.  betweentheyears 

thy promise Mus. Doc. Composer, Piano-Lecture-Recitalist; Teacher of Piano and of 1840 and 1893, 
Lecturer at American Conservatory, Chicago; President - 

of ple nty of the Society of American Musicians and whose chief 


wakes thy very 
name sweet music to the ear.”’ 

So says an old poet, and he is right, as all 
of you know, especially you who live in the 
country and can watch the miracle of the 
changing seasons. April, the showery month 
when the earth opens to resurrect the fruits 
and flowers! The month which, this year, 
contains our most joyful festival—the anni- 
versary of that day when, long ago, Jesus 
arose from the dead and by doing so proved 
to us once and forever that our real life is 
unending and cannot be destroyed! Jesus’ 
victory over death gave a new song to man- 
kind, a song of triumph, a hymn of great 
joy which has inspired all song and symphony 
to this very day. 

Music, like Easter itself, is ever and 
eternally the rising of beauty from silence. 
When we are tuned in with harmony, then 
we know that there is no deathly silence. 
Tune your hearts to the spirit of Easter, 
and its message will come to you 
through the music of almost two 
thousand years. 

No wonder that all the ancient 
music and musicians celebrated 
Easter, for Easter means the 
rising, and music has always 
held the magic power of 
describing and expressing 
the rising from heart and 
mind of joy, hope and 
happiness. 

Of course, music can tell 
stories of sadness and sor- 
row too, and if you will 
listen to the orchestra 
play the symphonies of the 
wonderful Russian com- 
poser, Peter Ilyitch 
Tschaikowsky, who lived 
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works also are 
available in phonograph record form, you 
will find how marvelously music can express 
both these feelings. But music, at its best, 
tells stories of movement and activity, of 
hope and health, of life and love, and so no 
season of the year is so inspiring to musicians 
as is the springtime, “‘first born of Life and 
Love.” 

I remember writing to you just a year ago 
about ‘“‘Easter and the Joy-Fairies,’’ and 
many children wrote me little letters. Very 
welcome they were, too, asking questions 
about Easter music, and the music of flowers. 
This Easter month I shall tell you how 
beautifully the story of Jesus’ resurrection 
from the tomb, and the resurrection of all 
life from the white, cold grasp of winter is 
told in music, old and new. First, though, 
I ask each child to tune in his heart to 

station L-J-F-E, just as Father tunes in 
his radio, for unless you are tuned in to 

this highest and best of all broad- 
casting stations, you will miss the 
real joyousness of April, of Spring- 
time, of Easter and of the 
glorious victory of Jesus Christ 
over death. 

The old church organists 
and choir leaders taught 
special and beautiful carols 
to the children for the 
Easter services of ancient 
days. As Easter morning 
dawned, the bells in all the 
steeples pealed forth in 
triumph; the churches, lit 
with thousands of candles 
and scores of flambeaux, 
rang with children’s voices 
telling the story of The 
Risen Savior. 
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To this day when Easter dawns in Russia, 
the clanging bells throughout that immense 
and most musical country ring out, and every 
Christian Russian salutes his comrade, or 
any passer-by with this little song, the words 
of which, translated into English, are, Christ 
is Risen, Hallelujah!” 

Way back in the thirteenth century when 
the good Saint Francis lived, songs of “‘the 
rising,” as Jesus’ resurrection was called, 
were sung in the churches; and by the 
fourteenth and fifteenth centuries, the spirit 
of Easter joy was voiced in folk songs and 
in such musical forms as the motet and 
madrigal all over southern Europe. Harps, 
lutes, flutes, viols, horns, and harpsichords 
soon added their lovely tones to this annual 

. pean of praise, and from the seventeenth 
century down to this Easter, music has 
expressed the spirit and soul of Easter to all 
Christian peoples. 

The greatest of all writers of his time 
(1515-1594) was Palestrina. He tells the 
gladness of this ‘Festival of Arisen Life’ in 
vocal pieces, wherein each moving voice has 
its own part, and with the other voices 
weaves a tapestry of golden tone-colors 
which quaintly but beautifully pictures the 
happiness medieval men felt at this 
religious festival. 

Then the greatest of all composers 
and organists—Johann Sebastian 
Bach (1685-1750)—was filled with 
the Easter spirit and he gives 
that spirit to us through his 
beautiful and famous “‘Easter 
Oratorio,”” which you may 
hear—at least in part—in 
your own church on Easter 
Sunday. 

Last month, I told you 
of the greatest of musical 
wonder-children, Wolfgang 
Amadeus Mozart. How he 
loved life and joy! And 
surely no one ever gave 
us more of these undying 
elements than Mozart gave 
us in his ‘ Resurrection” 
and his‘‘Gloriain Excelsis.”’ 
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The master, Beethoven, in oratorio and 
song, celebrated the glories of this season of 
promise and assurance, for he realized, and 
said, that music was a vital part of the 


worship of all ages. The morning stars sang 
together at the birth of Jesus, and choirs of 
men and angels celebrated His rising from 
the grave that we might know that life is 
eternal. 

I hope that this Easter you will all hear 
some famous sacred music, and that some 
day you will see the great paintings in the 
cathedrals and galleries of Europe which tell 
the story of this festival in color. The angelic 
choristers as painted by the old masters, are 
exquisite creations. These heavenly musi- 
cians, these music-making angels, are painted 
as worshiping the risen Lord, 

And with songs 
And choral symphonies, day without night, 
Circle His throne rejoicing. 

Luca Signorelli, the old Italian master, 
painted a wondrous picture of the Resurrec- 
tion. The mighty archangels in this Easter 
picture, have wings of superhuman strength 
and are sending forth clarion tons of joy to 
the world, from long silver trumpets which 
they bear aloft as they fly. 

Have you ever thought just why music 

is so successful in describing the inner 
spirit of persons and things, and 
particularly why it voices happiness 
and love, so marvelously well? 
Well, here’s one true reason at 
least: every single tone of the 
thousands of tones used in 
music is made up of many 
other tones, and each of 
these partial tones is giv- 
ing itself to, and working 
for the good of the one tone 
of which it is a small but 
necessary part. If a self- 
ish, mean, cross patch of 

a partial tone ever gets 

into the make-up of a 

mother-tone (that’s a good 

word for a perfect tone), 
that tone is no longer 
musical; it becomes mere 


















(Continued on page 236) 
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garden. They had 
been watching the catbird using the bird bath in 
the rose garden. 

“She likes to bathe better than I do,”’ said Jack. 
“If I were in her place I would hop in and not 
ruffle up my feathers at all so I could hop out 
all dry.” 

Then they went to see what time it was by the 
old stone sundial. It was a sunny morning in early 
summer and the shadow on the dial fell on X and 
then they spelled out the words carved on the stone: 

“T count only 
the sunny hours.” 

The sundial was 
in the middle of 
the lawn and 
Eleanor May was 
standing on its 
base so she could 
see the letters 
when she cried, 

“Ouch! Some- 
thing’s biting 
me!’’ Sure enough, 
there was an ant 
nipping her bare 
knee; she brushed 
it off and said, 

“You rascal—to 
bite me.” 

“There are lots 
ofthem; just look!” 
said Jack. There 
were many ants 
hurrying forth 
from under the 
stone base of the 
dial and the chil- 
dren watched 
them, wondering. 

“*See,’’ said 
Eleanor May, “the 
large ones are 
brown and the lit- 
tle ones are black.” 

““Yes,’’ said 
Jack, “and there 
are some queer, long flies all mixed in with the ants. 
Let’s go and get Uncle Jim. Maybe he knows why 
the flies are here.” 

Uncle Jim’ was spending his vacation with his 
sister, the children’s mother. He was a student in 
a great university where he studied about birds and 
fishes and squirrels and snakes and insects and lots 
of other interesting creatures, about which he told 
wonderful stories that delighted the children. Very 
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ANNTEE AND QUEEN ANN 


Jove and Eleanor May By ANNA BOTSFORD COMSTOCK soon he was on his knees, 








were playing in the Author of “The Handtook of Nature Study; Professor Emeritus watching the ants crowd- 


in Cornell University 


ing out from under the 
stone. Jack and Eleanor May stooped, too. 

‘‘This is very exciting!”’ exclaimed Uncle Jim. 
“These are slave-making ants, the little black ones 
are the slaves and the ones with wings are young 
queen ants.”’ 

‘Tell us about them, please!”’ cried both children 
at once. Uncle Jim took some little bottles from 
his pocket; in one he caught a brown ant, in another 
a black ant, and in another an ant with wings. 

“This is a very long story and I think you will 
like it better if you 
let me talk awhile 
with my prisoners 
and write for you 
what they say.” 

“Goody, goody!” 
said Eleanor May. 

“What are their 
names?’’ asked 
Jack. 

“The brown one 
is Anntee. The 
one with wings is 
Queen Ann and the 
little black one is 
Fusca,’’ answered 
Uncle Jim prompt- 
ly. One nice thing 
about him was the 
way he answered 
any question right 
away, without 
having to wait and 
think. 

That afternoon 
Jack and Eleanor 
May sat with 
Uncle Jim on the 
bench, in the shade 
of the big walnut 
tree at the end of 
the garden, and 
Uncle Jim said, 

“T think this is 
what Anntee told 
me, but she talked 
so fast I could not get everything she said. You 
see, I did not have any antennae to pick up her 
B. Z. Z.””. The children laughed, for they liked Uncle 
Jim’s jokes and an ant radio seemed very funny. 

This is Anntee’s story that Uncle Jim told them: 

“I can’t quite remember when I hatched from 
a tiny egg, not bigger than a pin point, but I know 
my mother was a Queen, for she was the only one 
who laid eggs in our family, and I know I was a white 
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fat little grub, shaped like a crook-neck squash, with 
my head at the crook end so I could stretch out my 
neck ever so far. I did not have any legs and I did 
not need any, for I was carried around by the nurses. 
There were ever so many 

ants that were nurses to 

take care of us youngsters. 

They fed us first on food 

which they partly digested 

for us, and then brought 

us food which we ate by 

ourselves. I grew and 

grew until I was as large 

as a grain of wheat. Then 

I had the queerest time, 

ever. I was not hungry 

any more and I felt as if 

I wanted to be covered up, 

so I spun a blanket all 

around me. It was silk 

and buff color. I spun it 

from a spinneret in my 

lower lip. I couldn’t do 

it now. There I was 

wrapped up all by my 

lonesome and not a bit 

hungry. After a time my 

legs began to grow and I 

changed shape from a little 

grub to that of a real ant. 

Then one of my nurses came and cut open my blanket 
cocoon and pulled me out and washed me with her 
tongue and straightened out my legs, and set me 
on my feet and fed me. I was wobbly at first, but 
pretty soon I was running around and getting 
acquainted and getting used to being an ant, but 
I was very pale in color for a long time. 

‘* After a while I went to work with my sisters, for 
we were all sisters in our nest. One of my duties 
was to help take care of the ant babies which are 
little grubs just as I had been. We had to keep 
those of the same size in one room, just like a 
graded school. Then we had to lug them to the 
upper rooms in the morning where they would be 
warm and lug them back to the lower rooms which 
were warmer at night. 

‘“We had to look out for dampness, too, for the 
eggs and the babies in the silk blanket cocoons have 
to be kept in dry rooms, but the growing ant babies 
have to have dampness. 

‘““How do we carry our babies? Why, with our 
jaws of course. We do everything with our jaws, 
which are shaped like a pair of forceps and are not 
inside our mouth like yours but are outside so we 
can use them for many things. We can carry and 
cut up our food with them and also pinch our 
enemies and dig in the earth when we are making 
our nests and we can carry our youngsters as gently 
as a cat carries her kittens in her jaws. 

“*One day I followed some of my sisters up through 
the long galleries of our nest out into the bright 
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world. The sunshine blinded me at first, for I had 
never seen any light before. You know our nest 
is all below ground and is made up of many cham- 
bers and galleries which we have ourselves dug out. 
So in our nest we all live 

and work in the dark. 

We have no use for eyes 

when we are at home. 

You wouldn’t know how 

to live in the dark, would 

you? But you haven’t 

any such feelers (antennae) 

as I have. I can tell every- 

thing by my feelers and 

they are smellers too. I 

can tell any other ants 

that I meet from my own 

sisters, although they 

would look just the same 

to you—but if they live in 

a different nest I can smell 

that they are strangers at 

once. We talk with our 

feelers too; mine guide me 

in taking care of our young 

ones and if I wander away 

from our nest I can find 

my way back by smelling 

my own tracks. This last 

is very useful. The other 

day I was out foraging a long ways from home when 
I found a dead May fly—it was much larger than I 
am but I dragged it back over my track and got it 
home all right. Folks say we are stupid for drag- 
ging our plunder up hill and down dale instead of 
finding a short cut to our nest, but they are the 
stupid ones instead of us. If we happen to climb 
over sticks and stones when we are out hunting we 
have to follow the back trail or lose our way. 
Although I have two large and three small eyes, 
I cannot see far; I have to find my way by smell. 
“One day our community was in a state of great 
excitement. One of our scouts had found a nest 
of Fuscas (the little black ants) and told us about 
it with her antennae. Now we know that these 
really belong to us, but ‘hey never know it until 
we show them. You see we need their help in 
digging our tunnels and galleries and in getting 
food. Soa lot of us marched out like soldiers going 
to battle. There were hundreds of us, and when we 
reached the Fuscas’ nest we surrounded it. The 
Fuscas smelled us and a lot of them, each with a 
Fusca baby in her jaws, rushed out and tried to get 
away, but we took their brood away from them 
and drove them back; then we raided the nest and 
brought away all their young ones. The Fuscas are 
*fraid-cats anyway, and try to hide or run away. 
We never hurt one if she behaves well, but once in 
a while one of them gets mad and wants to fight. 
Then there is a duel between her and one of us. 
We ants are fierce fighters when we once get stirred 








up. We each have a 
little sac of formic acid 
which we squirt on the 
enemy and then we lock 
jaws until one is con- 
quered. Wrong to fight, 
you say? Well, ant 
battles aren’t nearly so 
cruel as battles fought 
by men soldiers, and 
formic acid isn’t nearly 
so bad as mustard gas. I’m quite sure of that. 
““However, we never want to fight the Fuscas; 
all we want are their babies to take home and bring 
up. We give them just as good care as we do our 
own, and when they grow up they are just as happv 
with us as they would be with their own sisters. 
They work with us and do everything we do except 
they never go with us when we go out to raid Fusca 
nests. All the black ants in our nest are Fuscas 
which we brought up. Folks call Fuscas our slaves, 
but we never have slaves. We never drive them to 
work or chain them or imprison them or sell them 
and they are at liberty to run away any day, but 
they do not want to. They work no harder than 





we work and we treat them as well as we treat 
each other.” 

“But I would hate to be stolen away from my 
Uncle Jim read 


mother,” interrupted Eleanor May. 
on as if Anntee answered: 

‘““Ant babies never see 
their mothers and they are 
brought up by nurses, so 
since our nurses care for 
the Fusca babies just as 
for our own, they never 
know the difference. Ifa 
Fusca slave ran away back 
to her own nest, she would 
not be allowed to go in, 
because she would smell 
like us.” 

The children looked un- 
convinced and Uncle Jim 
took the black ant from 
her bottle and put her in 
with Anntee. The two 
patted each other with 
their feelers and seemed to 
be talking together like 
good friends. Then Jack 
put a bit of ripe strawberry 
in the bottle and both be- 


gan eating it and Uncle Jim went on with Anntee’s 


story: 
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“Yes, we ants do work very hard; one of our 
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hardest tasks is digging tunnels through the earth 
and making cell rooms for our youngsters. We have 
to loosen the soil and carry it out and our strong 

jaws have to do both. I cannot understand how 

you can get along just using your jaws for chewing 

and I cannot understand how you get along without 

antennae (or feelers,) either. I am very sorry for 
you human folk.’’ (This made the children laugh.) 

““We have good times even if we do work hard. We 

sleep and we play and we wash up, using our tongues 

for wash rags, and we comb and brush our antennae, 

for each of us has an antenna comb on each wrist, 

a circular comb that reaches around the antenna 

and brushes it clean.” 

“Oh, let’s see her comb,” interrupted Jack. 

“I can show you where it is on her wrist,’ said 
Uncle Jim, ‘‘but the comb is too small for you to 
see. If you saw a ‘close-up’ of it under a micro- 
scope you would be astonished at what a fringe 
there is there.” Then Uncle Jim continued the 
story: 

‘“We have the best time of all when we go to milk 
our cows, the aphids, or plant lice, as you call them. 
They are the dearest creatures in the world. Each 
one is a little honey bunch just full of sweetness. 
You see, an aphid has a tube for a mouth which 
it pushes down into the sap of the leaf or stem and 
then it does not have to move at all, but just stands 
still and sucks up the sap. It changes the sap in 
its stomach into honey- 
dew which we ants like as 
much as you do ice cream 
or chocolates. The aphids 
like us ants, for we protect 
them. The insect tigers 
are the fierce larvae of the 
ladybirds and lacewings, 
both of which have great 
jaws in which they hold 
the aphid while sucking 
its blood. We fight 
these tigers and drive them 
off, and the aphids love 
us and reward us. 

“When I want a drink 
of honeydew I climb up 
the plant where the aphids 
are feeding and I pat one 
of them with my antennae; 
if she has any honeydew 
she gives me a drop, but 
if one of my sister ants 
has just visited her she 
may not have any left and I gotoanother. An aphid 
has two little tubes on her back and most folks think 
we milk those, which shows their ignorance. An 
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aphid is a helpless little thing and cannot fight, but 
it can send out a little waxy ball from each of these 
tubes which it smears over the face of the aphid 
tiger, just as you might throw a bowl of muscilage 
into the face of a dog that was trying to bite you; 
and while the tiger is cleaning his face and eyes 
the aphid runs away. 

““Oh, how ants do love the aphids! Some kinds 
of ants make little sheds out of wood pulp to cover 
the aphids and keep them safe from the aphid 
tigers. Another kind of ant takes the winter eggs 
of some aphids that live on the roots of corn and 
cares for them all winter. When they hatch, the 
ants put them on the roots of weeds until the corn 
begins to grow, then move them over to the 
corn roots. The farmers do not like that kind of 
ant in their corn fields, but if the farmers took as 
good care of their cows as the ants do of theirs, 
they would be wiser than they are now. 

“‘In early summer our nests are very busy places; 
it is then that we have to care for all of our princes 
and princesses. We have to be very particular 
about their food and take the best care of them; 
they are different from us because they all have 
wings.” 

‘““Now,” said Uncle Jim, “I will read you the 
story that Queen Ann, this one with wings, told 
to me.” Then he began again: 

“Yes, I am a princess now with long, beautifui 
wings, that are as clear 
as glass. You can see for 
yourselves that I am larg- 
er and more graceful than 
Anntee. Asa baby I was 
larger and had better food 
and care than was given 
her. When you found me 
this morning I had just 
come out with my brothers 
and sisters and nurses to 
get used to the light and 
air of the upper world. 

We have been waiting 

down in that dark nest, 

and when any have tried 

to get out our nurses 

have held us back. But 

some sunny day soon all 

my sister princesses 

and brother princes 

and I will come out of 

the nest together. Then 

I shall climb up a grass 

stem to get all the breath I need, and then we 
shall all rise in the air together in a swarm and our 
wings will flash in the sunshine. 
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‘‘There will be 
swarms from other 
nests that very day 
which we shall join, and 
somewhere among them 
I shall find my own 
true lover, a prince of 
the royal blood; and 
we shall have a wonder- 
ful honeymoon flying, 
flying together in the 
sunshine. When evening comes we shall come 
down to earth. The next day I shall have so much 
to do that I shall have no time to give to my Prince 
or to miss him if he goes away. 

‘First, I must find a hiding place and then I shall 
tear off my beautiful wings, for I shall need them no 
more. Then I must dig a cell down in the earth 
where I shall be safe in the dark. Then I must 
wait until I can lay some eggs. These I must 
watch and when the little ones hatch I must nurse 
them and care for them until they grow up. And 
all this time I shall have had nothing to eat since 
I left the home nest. 

“I was so well fed as a little princess that I am 
very fat, as you can see, and so I can some way 
keep on living and feeding my young ones, but of 
course I shall be growing thinner and weaker. 

‘““My eldest daughters wiil not be very large 

because I cannot feed 
them as much as they 
need; but they will be the 
dearest and most helpful 
daughters that ever an 
ant queen can have. They 
will dig out a passage from 
our cell to the world of 
light; they will hunt for 
food for me and the 
younger ones; they will care 
for my eggs and nurse the 
babies. Then I shall live 
in a nice little room sur- 
rounded by loving daugh- 
ters who will give me every 
care and provide me with 
delicious food and all I 
shall have to do is just to 
lay eggs to hatch into 
more nice daughters.” 

Just then Queen Ann 
flipped her wings impa- 
tiently. 

“Oh, Uncle Jim,” said Eleanor May, “‘let’s carry 
them all back to their nest under the sundial!” 

“Yes,” said Uncle Jim. ‘“‘That’s a good idea.” 
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An April Fool Story 


T WAS April Fool’s 
Day, and Sally Lou 
and Betty Sue had 

been having the most delightful time playing 

jokes. From the time they had risen in the 
morning there had been fun and pranks. 

Betty Sue had sewed Daddy’s knife and fork 

and spoon to the tablecloth, oh, so carefully, 

using the very finest thread she could find. 

Didn’t Daddy look funny when he started to 

stir his coffee and cut his bacon, and the knife 

and the fork and the spoon refused to move? 

And she had crept outdoors early, and had 

rung the door bell and made Mother go to 

the door in a panic, for her hair wasn’t even 
combed. All she found was a big April Fool 
card. 

Sally Lou had fooled her father and four 
brothers in much the same way; and with 
Mother’s help had given them each a luscious 
hot cake with cotton in the center. Oh, it 
had been a jolly day, with all the frolic at 
school, and now the chums were sitting on 
Betty Sue’s front steps wondering what to do. 

Suddenly Sally Lou said, “‘Salt-water taffy 
is the very best taffy in the whole world.” 

“Why, Sally Lou, what a funny thing to 
say!’ giggled Betty. ‘‘ You are such a foolish 
girl. I’ve never heard of any such thing as 
salt-water taffy. You’re trying to April 
Fool me.” 

“Well, I am not joking either, Miss Betty 
Sue. I was at Mrs. Jamison’s last night with 
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Mother, and she gave 
me some. I liked it so 
well I asked her to 
write the recipe so Mother can make it some 
day. I know the boys will like it.” 

“Do you make it with salt water just like 
the ocean?”’ 

“No, just put in some salt. Mrs. Jamison 
says she first ate it at the ocean because they 
sell so much of it there. People seem to 
like it.” 

“Oh, goody, Sally! Wouldn’t it be fun if 
Mother would let us make some this after- 
noon while she and your mother go to that 
meeting? Let’s go in and ask her.” 

“It would be great fun if she would,” 
agreed Sally. 

Betty Sue’s mother looked doubtful. 

“How about it, Betty Sue? You and Sally 
have just eaten a chocolate bar. I think I 
had better say no, because you will not eat 
your dinner if you have all that candy.” 

“Oh, but couldn’t we make it if we promise 
not to eat it?” asked Sally eagerly. When 
she wanted to do anything it was very hard 
to wait, and she did want to make that candy. 
Mother still looked doubtful. 

“A whole plateful of candy, besides spoons 
and pans to scrape is a great temptation for 
hungry little girls,” she said. 

“Mother, I will really and truly promise 
not to taste a bit, and keep it all to eat after 
dinner,” promised Betty Sue. 
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“T will promise, too, Aunty Blake. Mrs. 
Jamison says it’s better after it stands awhile, 
and we won’t even taste the ‘trys,’ or lick 
the spoons and pans,” wheedled Sally Lou. 

“That’s good,”’ said Mother smiling. ““Then 
you may make the candy. You will be very 
careful, I am sure. See, Betty, I will place 
this big pan on the electric stove. You may 
boil the candy in this, and I will butter 
two other pans in which it may cool. You 
will be very, very careful when pouring it 
out, will you not?” 


“We will! We will! I shall let Betty 


pour it out because she is the careful one,” 
said Sally Lou. 
My, how important the girls felt, making 


the candy all alone! They donned white 
aprons, and washed their hands. 
“It’s my recipe, so I’m going to measure 
the things,’’ said Sally importantly. 
‘Oh, Sally, you please read the recipe aloud, 
and let me measure the 
things! Then you may 
pour them in,” said Betty 
anxiously. She had seen 
too many of careless 
Sally’s attempts to have 
any faith in her ability to 
measure carefully. 
“All right,”’ agreed Sally 
cheerfully. So they meas- 
ured and poured andstirred 
and dropped the syrup 
from a spoon into cold 
water, and by and by, 
when the candy went 
crack, crack, against the 
sides of the cup, Betty Sue poured it slowly 
and carefully into the buttered pans. And 
neither of the girls even so much as tasted 
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the spoon. Weren’t they good little scouts? 

Such fun as it was, dividing the candy 
equally between them, pulling the long ropes 
until they were smooth and white, snipping 
off waxen pieces with shears, and placing 
them on oiled paper in buttered pans! After 
much discussion they decided a shelf on the 
back porch was the best place to cool their 
delicious treasure. 

“Whew! That was hard work! I didn’t 
know making candy could be so hard. Let’s 
sit and rest awhile,’ said Betty Sue. Betty 
was a great reader and she was soon lost in 
a story book, while Sally Lou poured over a 
new magazine. So the girls did not hear 
stealthy footsteps creeping up the back steps, 
or see two boyish forms tiptoe onto the porch, 
grab both pans of candy, and tiptoe gently 
away. Safe in the retreat of the woodsheds 
the culprits laughed and laughed. 

‘Kind of a mean trick to play on the kids, 
swiping their candy; but 
on April Fool’s Day all’s 
fair. We can return part 
of it after we have had 
our fun. My, how they 
will look when they go out 
to get their candy and find 
it gone! Sally will be like 
a little wet hen. It will 
pay her nicely for giving 
us those cakes this morn- 
ing. This candy looks 
fine—let’s take a bite.” 

Both boys stuffed their 

mouths full. There was a 

moment’s.silence, then 

two dismayed faces, a sputtering and coughing 
and running for water. 

“Say, we’re the ones who were fooled this 
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time. I didn’t think those little kids could 
carry it off so well. Sally was so excited when 
she came home to get her apron and told 
Mother about it. But 
listen—I don’t think they 
are yet wise to the fact 
that we have taken their 
candy. Let’s put it back 
where we found it, but 
first let’s take a few pieces 
to fool the fellows. They’ll 
never know.” Tom was 
still making wry faces over 
the dose he had received. 

“I’m going to bring the 
candy in,”’ said Sally Lou 
when she had finished the 
paper she was reading. “I 
want it where we can look 
at it and take care of it. My, it looks good!”’ 

“I’m sure some one has been into it,” 
said Betty, “for the pan isn’t as full as it 
was. But who would take our candy?” 

“‘T suppose it’s that bad Tom, or else Jack. 
They always get into things,” sighed Sally. 
“Of course it might be the grocery boy, try- 
ing to play a joke on us. Oh, there’s Dr. 
Parks coming down the sidewalk. Let’s run 
and see him.” 

“Dr. Parks,” said Betty, smiling in the 
sunny manner which made people love her, 
“all by ourselves we’ve been making the very 
best taffy in the world. Will you have some?”’ 

“Indeed I will, children. Thank you!”’ said 
the kindly minister. ‘‘See how liberally I am 
helping myself! If there is anything in the 
world I like better than a piece of the best 
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candy in the world, it is two pieces or three 
pieces or even four pieces.” 


He went off chuckling, and slipped one of 
the four pieces into his 
mouth. His eyes twinkled 
more than ever as he tasted 
the candy. “I’ll not pre- 
tend I notice,” he said to 
himself, “cand the joke will 
be on them.”’ Looking 
back over his shoulder he 
called, “‘ You’re great little 
candy makers.” 

““Aren’t they the great 
little jokers?” he mused. 
“It isn’t often I get so 
beautifully fooled. Little 
Betty was the very picture 
of generous innocence!”’ 
And the doctor chuckled again at the joke. 

Several other friends passed by and the 
girls treated them all. But the odd thing 
was, though Sally had said it was the very 
best taffy in all the world, nobody praised it; 
in fact, every one acted as though there were 
some joke about it. 

“Sally Lou,” questioned Betty, “is it 
because it’s April Fool’s Day that everybody 
is expecting a joke? They all laugh when 
we give them the candy and say something 
about April Fool.” 

“Well, every one is expecting to be fooled. 
My! I think we had better not give any more 
candy away. It looks so good, and we want 
some left for ourselves. There’s Mother. 
I’ll take my candy and run home. I’ll have 


to hide it so the boys won’t eat it all before 


(Continued on page 234) 
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WHAT HAPPENED 
BEFORE 


Andy—or Andromeda as 
she was known before she 
lost her job and half of her 
name—is peeved. Her little 
girl has just been married. And Andy 
feels grumpy and ill-used and as lonely 
asasnub-nosed doll can feel. Soshegoes 
and sits on the fire escape (where she 
hasnever been allowed to sit) and begins 
chatting with a sparrow and with a 
wooden acrobat who lives next door. 
He admires her very much, but tells 
her quite plainly that she is too proud 
and stubborn. This disturbs Andy 
dreadfully, and to add to her troubles 
she finds the window behind her has 
been shut, and the family have gone to 
the country for the summer. And 
there she is—alone on a dismal fire 
escape, with no help in sight. 


CHAPTER III 
THE AIRSHIP 


HE had to stay there all 
S day, and she very nearly 

had to stay there all night 
as well. For no one came to 
her rescue, the window re- 
mained closed, and through 
the drawn curtains Andy could 
not even see into the room, to 
find out whether anyone was 
at home. She was abandoned, 
and it was entirely her own 
fault, though that did not 
make matters any better. Now, 
she thought bitterly, she knew 
why she had been forbidden to 
sit on fire escapes. 

The afternoon passed, dusk 
fell, and lights began to shine 
out over the city. Andy’s 
spirits began to sink lower and 
lower. She would have been 
glad even of the acrobat’s con- 
versation, but he never spoke, 
and she was too proud to turn 
her head to see if he was still there. 

Just as she was feeling most despondent, some- 
thing caught her eye coming round the corner of 
the house. It seemed to be some kind of an air- 
ship, and it was heading directly towards her. It 
was a large balloon, shiny and of a beautiful shade 
of magenta, beneath which was attached a basket 
in which the airman sat, wrapped from head to foot 
in a purple satin cloak, with a black mask on his 
face. Though his features were hidden, his whole 
appearance was so distinguished that she gasped 
with excitement, especially when she realized that 
the balloon was being steered, straight for the fire 
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escape on which she sat. 
It bumped, in fact, 
against the iron railing, 
to which the airman 
clung with one arm to 
steady himself, while he actu- 
ally made a low bow to Andy 
and motioned unmistakably 
towards the car. , 

“A lift!” thought Andy. 
“‘He’s offering me a lift! My 
goodness, I knew something 
inciting would happen if I 
waited long enough!” 

And without stopping to 
reflect that she would most 
certainly be forbidden to accept 
lifts from strange young men, 
even in purple cloaks, and this 
might very well turn out even 
worse than the fire escape, she 
jumped up at once and clapped 
her hands. 

““Must I get into that?” she 
asked. 

The stranger bowed again. 
Andy looked a little doubtfully 
at the basket; it was of the 
kind more usually associated 
with fruit than with aviation, 
and looked distinctly wobbly, 
but it was comfortably cush- 
ioned, there was plenty of room 
in it for two, and without 
further hesitation she climbed 
in and sat down by the strang- 
er’s side. He let go his grasp 
of the railing, and immediately 
they rose into the air. 

“Wonderful!” Andy thought. 
“‘T am rescued after all, and by 
such a distinguished looking 
person, too!”” In this moment 
of triumph she could not resist 
turning her head to see what the acrobat thought 
of the whole performance, but to her disappoint- 
ment he was not there; evidently he had grown tired 
of his vigil and gone indoors. It was a pity; she 
would dearly have liked him to see her, sailing off 
with such elegance, but it couldn’t be helped; she 
promptly forgot him, and turned her attention to 
the stranger at her side. 

He sat very stiff and straight, looking out ahead 
through his black mask, just as a captain should, 
and though Andy would have preferred him to be 
a little more unbending, since he had gone to all 
the trouble of rescuing her, she was too much in 
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awe of him at present to venture on any remarks. 

“I wonder where he is taking me,”’ she thought. 
But the question didn’t really trouble her; it was 
far too exciting to be going anywhere at all, and in 
such a fine ship as this, 
too. 

The lights of the town 
twinkled below them, 
became fewer, and now 
they were sailing over 
the open country. A 
crescent moon was rising. 
Andy, peering over the 
edge of the basket, could 
make out a pale road and 
the shapes of trees. 

Still the stranger made 
no attempt at conversa- 
tion. It might be shy- 
ness; perhaps he was 
merely dumb, or else had 
made a vow never to 
open his lips. But his 
silence began to worry 
her; it seemed such a 
waste of time, and she 
felt that if she had to 
hold her tongue much 
longer she might burst. 

“‘Are we nearly there?” 
she inquired. She really 
wanted to know where 
they were going, but that 
seemed a rude question 
to ask, having once 
accepted his invitation. 

The pilot made a move- 
ment of his head which 
might have been either 
yes or no. It was not 
very satisfactory, but 
Andy tried to look intel- 
ligent and make the best of it. 

‘“‘He is an important person in disguise,’ she 
decided. ‘I must respect his silence.” 

She continued to respect it, merely sighing and 
glancing sidewise at him from time to time. It 
grew darker; the pilot pressed a button somewhere 
in the front of the car and a little light shone out. 

For some time they had been flying lower. Now 
all at once the airship gave a bump, rocked violently, 
and was still. 

‘““We’ve arrived!’’ cried Andy, and clapped her 
hands, in doing which she lost her balance and was 
thrown against the pilot, who managed to catch her 
in his arms in time to avert disaster. 

“Thank you so much!”’ she exclaimed as he helped 
her out. “It was a wonderful ride! I’m sure I 


don’t know—”’ 
The pilot said something that sounded like, ‘‘Oh, 
rubbish!” 


The suddenness of this remark startled 








Andy; she opened her mouth, stared, but before 
she could pull herself together to reply, the stranger 
had bowed low, sweeping his purple cloak about 
him, jumped into the airship again and mounted 
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rapidly out of sight. 

“Well!” said Andy. 

She looked about her. 
She was standing on a 
hillock; on all sides the 
ground sloped downward, 
but where it sloped to 
Andy could not see, for 
it was by this time very 
nearly dark. Not much 
to clap her hands about, 
certainly. As she stood 
there, wondering what 
to do next, she heard a 
very loud ‘“‘plonk”’ almost 
under her feet and a bull- 
frog stuck his head out 
between the rushes and 
stared at her. It sounded 
so exactly as if the clock- 
work had given way in- 
side him that Andy felt 
anxious, but the frog 
merely fixed his large, 
glassy eyes on her and 
said, ‘“‘What do you 
want?” 

“If you please,’’ she 
began, ‘“‘can you tell me 
the way?” 

“Where to?” asked 
the bullfrog. 

‘““Anywhere,’’ said 
Andy. 

The bullfrog thought 
fora moment. ‘‘There’s 
water down here,” he 
said, “but it’s private. 
You can’t come unless you belong to the club.” 

“T don’t want to come in,”’ Andy said hastily. 

The frog disregarded this. ‘‘ There is some water,”’ 
he went on helpfully, ‘‘over there, but it isn’t much 
good—-too muddy. Still, the tadpoles use it.’ 

‘“‘Isn’t there anywhere,’ Andy suggested, ‘“‘where 
there’s no water?” 

“Lots of places. That’s just the trouble. All 
the best people belong to the club. If you are 
staying here long enough you'd better apply for 
membership.” 

““But I don’t want to stay here long,’”’ Andy cried. 
‘“‘T don’t want to stay another minute! I’m trying 
to go somewhere else.” 

‘““Then why do you stand still?”’ returned the bull- 
frog, not altogether unreasonably. ‘‘That won’t get 
you anywhere. If I want to go, I go—like this!” 
And he took a sudden leap and shot back—plash— 
into the water beyond the rushes: 
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“Don’t mind him,” said a voice, which Andy 
saw belonged to a much smaller and greener frog 
who was sitting under a burdock leaf. And imme- 
diately, as though this were a signal, a hundred 
hidden voices took up 
the chorus, “Don’t- 
mind-him! Don’t- 
mind-him! Don’t- 
mind-him!”’ 

“‘Gracious,’’ Andy 
thought, “‘I shall go 
crazy!” 

She stamped her 
foot, and instantly 
the chorus ceased. 
But she now felt 
countless eyes watch- 
ing her in the dusk. 
The stillness was 
dreadful; it was 
worse than the voices. 

Presently the little 
green frog, who had 
been staring at her 
unwinkingly, spoke 
again. 

“If you want to 
know anything, you 
should ask Billy-the- 
Lantern. He can tell 
you.” 

And again all the 
other small frogs took up the chorus. 
Lantern! Billy-the-Lantern!”’ 

This time Andy didn’t mind it so much. Still she 
had to shout loudly to make herself heard above 
the din. 

“Where is he?” 

“‘He’s on his rounds,” replied the little frog. 
“‘He’ll be here soon.’”’ And he glanced up at the 
moon. ‘‘He’s about due now,” he added. 

It was damp down by the rushes and Andy’s feet 
were getting wet through. She decided to climb 
back on the hillock again and wait. So she made 
her way back up the slope, not without difficulty, 
and sat down on the dry grass. 

If only the airman hadn’t been in such a hurry 
to go off and leave her, before she 
even knew where she was, and 
without any directions at all! A 
queer sort of proceeding, and yet 
Andy couldn’t help feeling that it 
was after all very romantic. She 
looked up at the stars, and won- 
dered which of them was the light 
of his airship. Somewhere up 
there he must be, sailing along. 

The thought gave her courage; 
she folded her hands in her lap 
and stared resolutely at the sky, 
so dark ‘and endless, stretched 
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above her. “It is fate!” she thought. ‘‘ We shall 


certainly meet again!” 
At that very instant there sounded, somewhere 
in the far distance, a faint plop. A little puff of 
smoke hung on the 
air; the pilot, who 
was fortunately just 
then only a few inches 
above the ground, 
stared bitterly at a 
torn and shrunken 
wisp of magenta 
rubber. 
“How on earth,” 
he said, “did that 
happen?”’ 


CHAPTER IV 
BILLY-THE-LANTERN 


Presently, fardown 
among the weeds and 
rushes, Andy could 
see a little light bob- 
bing about, this way 
and that, and she 
could hear a queer 
snuffling and grunt- 
ing, with now and 
then a sing-song 
murmur, as though 
someone was chant- 
ing to himself in a very husky voice, 

“‘An apple and a feather and a hairpin, 
A rag and a paper and a little bit of string . . . 

There seemed to be some kind of tune to it, 
though the refrain, so far as Andy could make out, 
changed all the time. 

Presently through an opening in the weeds, there 
stepped the strangest figure Andy had ever seen. It 
was a hedgehog, but he was so covered over and 
hung about with all sorts of objects and odds and 
ends of stuff that it was almost impossible to tell 
what shape he was, or indeed if he were any shape 
at all. Everything in the world that had ever been 
lost or thrown away seemed to be stuck somewhere 
or other on his prickles, so that he looked more like 

a rag bag turned inside out than 
a living creature. 

As he drew nearer, Andy ven- 
tured to say, ““You seem to be 
having a hard time.” 

“It’s this string,” Billy-the- 
Lantern explained. ‘‘People will 
throw it away; they never think 
of me. And yesterday it was 

papers—papers—all day 
long! I’ll tell you a secret— 
I’m sick of papers!” 

“Why do you collect all 
these things?”” Andy asked. 
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Billy-the-Lantern blinked at her. 
“Someone,” he said, “‘must keep the woods tidy. 
I’m sure I do my best, but you wouldn’t believe 
the kind of stuff they try to put overon me. People 
are just thoughtless, and 
it’s getting worse and 
worse. Tin cans I won’t 
mention, but when it 
comes to bathtubs and 
broken flivvers—well, I 
ask you if it’s fair!” 

“It certainly isn’t!’’ 
agreed Andy warmly, and 
at the sympathy in her 
voice Billy seemed to 
brighten up. 

“‘And what are you do- 
ing?’”’ he asked her. 

“Oh, I’m just travel- 
ing,” said Andy. “I’m 
looking for a hotel.” 

For she knew that this 
was one of the first neces- 
sities for anyone traveling 
abroad. 

“‘A hotel—”’ said Billy- 
the-Lantern thoughtfully. 
“Have you lost one?”’ 

“T haven’t Jost one,”’ she 
replied. ‘‘I just want to 
find one.” 

“Well, I don’t know,” 
Billy said. “I can’t say 
I’ve noticed any, though 
it’s amazing the things people will throw away, 
round here. But come along and we’ll see.” 

He picked up his lantern again and set off. Andy 
felt it useless to explain, and as he seemed so good- 
natured the best thing to do was just to follow him, 
and trust to luck. 

There was a little path on the other side of the 
hillock, and along this Billy trotted, Andy at his 
heels. Finally they came to a big hollow log in 
a clearing, and here he stopped, gave himself a 
shake, and immediately his entire load tumbled off 
on the ground. 

It was to such a heap, one of his many collections, 
that he led the way for Andy. In the hollow log 
‘near-by he had his summer house. Not that he 
used it much, for, as he explained, he was far too 
busy in the picnic season, but it was a nice little 
place for anyone who had time to live there. 

Billy very kindly placed it at her disposal, saying 
he always slept out-of-doors. Andy, after one look 
at it, decided to follow his example. 

After a supper of Billy’s famous pancakes, the 
night being warm, Andy found a nice, mossy hollow 
in the shelter of the log and settled down there 
comfortably to sleep. 

Billy declared that he did all his sleeping in winter, 
so as to save time. Apparently he made good use 
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of it, for whenever she opened her eyes Andy could 
see his lantern hovering busily about, and hear him 
routing here and there among his treasures, putting 
things in order. It seemed to take him all night, 
and just as she was dozing 
off again for the hundred- 
and-thirteenth time, he 
came pattering across to 
her, dragging something 
in his paw. 

“Wake up, Andy!”’ he 
whispered. ‘‘Wake up! 
I’ve found you a hotel! I 
knew I should. Isn’t it a 
nice one?”’ 

Andy didn’t want to 
wake up at all, but she had 
to, for Billy’s lantern was 
shining right in her eyes, 
and by the light of it she 
saw Billy holding up a 
really nice little hotel to 
show her. It was rather 
battered; one wall had 
been dented in and the 
front door was off its hing- 
es, but it had a red roof 
and achimney, and a green 
pasteboard meadow all 
round with a tiny tree in 
one corner; quite as nice 
a hotel as anyone could 
wish, except that it had 
been built for a much 
smaller person than Andy. But in any case she 
was too comfortable where she was to think of 
moving now, so clutching her hotel tightly in her 
arms, too sleepy even to thank Billy properly for 
all his trouble, she dozed off again. 





CHAPTER V 
LOOKING FOR AFRICA 


When Andy awoke it was a fine morning; the sun 
was shining and little birds chirped in the bushes. 
Billy-the-Lantern was already at work, making a 
fine new batch of pancakes to start the day on, and 
after they had eaten breakfast he walked with 
Andy as far as the big huckleberry bush where the 
path began. 

“You must take this road,” he said, “and keep 
straight on, for all the other roads lead back in the 
woods and there you will get lost. But if you go 
this way you will be all right, and you are sure to 
meet company before long.” 

Andy thanked him, and carrying her hotel—which 
Billy-the-Lantern insisted she must keep—she set 
off down the path. 

After a little while the path divided, becoming 
two paths, and here she was at a loss which way to 
turn, but seeing a nice, fluffy dandelion-puff growing 
just at the fork, she seized a handful of the down 
(Continued on page 249) 


April, 1927 


Dick’s uncle had just given him a camera. So he 
and Betsy Ann went picture-hunting for wild 
animals in jungles near home. 


Suddenly in the woods they stopped. “Grrrowoff!” 
growled the strangest animal they had ever seen, as 
he wagged his rabbit ears and switched his lion tail. 
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Down by the brook they only met Henrietta 
Leghorn clucking at her baby ducklings, who were 
getting along swimmingly. 


Before Betsy Ann could squeal, Dick grabbed his 
camera, aimed and fired. But just then the what- 
chacallit shook off his tail and ears. 


And how they gasped and giggled as they discovered the strange creature had turned into their old chum 
} Chip, himself, who barked delightedly while a grinning Ted appeared crying, “April Fool!” 





WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE 


It looked to Roger as though 
their home was just as good as 
gone. Grandfather Hudson had 
left the place to Dad, but it had been willed to him by a strange 
old man, a friend of his whose son had run away to sea. Grand- 
father’s will had said that if the son ever came back, the house 
would belong, rightfully, to him; and now Dad had heard that 
the son of the strange old man was living. While Roger’s 
father and mother were in Hampton, investigating, Roger was 
left to look after things at home, with a number of his pals 
to keep him company. He and Shorty, his chum, began to 
search for the treasure which, it was rumored, the strange old 
man had hidden years before. That night, in the midst of the 
storm, the boys heard strange noises outside and the sound of 
a man calling; and in spite of the protests of the others, Roger, 
Shorty, and Buster, the dog, started out to investigate. 


PART III 


T WAS dark going down the hill. Roger and 
I Shorty could scarcely distinguish the familiar 

outlines of grass and bushes 
upon the slope. Buster tugged 
at his collar, pulling the boys 
after him. 

There was no light at the foot 
of the hill now. Voices could be 
heard—excited talk. The boys 
halted. ‘“‘Quiet, Buster!’ ordered 





Roger. Then he / 
called, ‘“‘Hey, A 
what are you do- d 
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Got any light?” a man’s 
deep voice answered. “Is 
there a house anywhere near? 
Don’t know where in thunder I am!” 

“Anybody hurt?”’ called Roger. 

“Came near it! Can you get a lantern?” 

“Look out, Buster! Be quiet! It’s all right!” 
Roger cried. “‘We’ll get one!’’ He turned to Shorty. 
“Say, you go an’ get it!” They had walked on 
and were near the dark bulk of a big open touring 
car now. There was a woman inside. A little child 
was crying. 

A dark, heavy form of a man loomed up in the 
darkness. ‘‘Where’s the house?” he demanded. 
““Guess you’ll have to take us in over night. No 
getting out of this without help. We’re soaked 
through! Got off the right road, I guess. Where 
are we anyway? Are we anywhere near Reilly?” 

Shorty laughed. ‘“‘’Bout’s 
near as the moon,” he said. 
“TI don’t know where the 
lantern is, Roger,’’ he 
expostulated. 

“You go an’ 
get it,”’ the man 
exclaimed, com- 
ing over to 
Roger. ‘‘Ask 











ing down there?” 
Buster growled. 
“What’s up?” 

cried Shorty. 
“We're ditched! 
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can take my 
wife and me— 
it’ll do if we can 
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just get shelter. 
boy!”’ 

Roger hesitated. ‘‘Guess 
you’d better come along 
with us,” he said. ‘“‘The 
folks aren’t home; I’m the 
one that’s lookin’ after the 
place—me and the gang 
are up there. ’Course I 
don’t know who I’m takin’ 
in,” he added, “but my 
Dad never would turn 
anybody down if he 
needed help. ‘You can 
have my room. It’s all 
right, Buster. Stop! 
Quiet!” 

Buster subsided. 

“All right,” the man 
answered. ‘“‘Come, Maida! 
Mighty lucky to get out of 
this place in this weather! 
I’ll get the lantern and 
fasten it to the car so that 
nothing will run into it. 
Never saw such a road! 
I thought there was no- 
body anywhere round, but 
it seemed as if there must 
be a house because I heard 
the dog barking. Couldn’t 
leave my wife and the 
child alone, and I was 
afraid if I went away, I 
wouldn’t find the way back! Did you hear me 
honking? Never hollered so in my life!” 

The man took the carriage rug and two bags from 
the car. His wife carried the child who had stopped 
crying. Roger, with Shorty and Buster, led the 
way toward the house. 

““Yea-a, we did hear a rumpus!”’ Shorty answered, 
importantly. ‘‘That’s why we came along down to 
see what was happening!”’ 

They walked on in the wind. They came to the 
kitchen porch where the gang drew back, staring, 
open-mouthed. 

“Their car ran into a ditch,’ explained Roger 
briefly. ‘‘They want a lantern—can you find it?” 
He took a candle from the high old-fashioned mantel 
shelf under which the modern range had been 
placed. ‘‘I’ll show you the room,” he said to the 
lady dripping in the dark ulster. 

“Thank you so much,”’ she murmured. “Baby’s 
very cross. I hope I can get him to sleep!” 

The gang went for the lantern. Shorty arranged 
chairs in front of the stove where the rug could 
be dried. The man threw his coat over the rug. 
Then he stood looking about the place curiously. 
Shorty watched him. His eyes rested on the old 
chimney piece with its high shelf, upon the corner 
cupboard, the cellar door close by. He seemed to 
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have forgotten Shorty 
altogether, so intent was 
he on this. Strange! 

The gang came back, 
and after that went to the 
barn to hunt further. And 
then Roger returned. 

““Maybe it’s down cel- 
lar. I’ll go look for the 
lantern! Perhaps I can 
find it!’’ Roger exclaimed. 
He went to the cellar door. 
Shorty followed him. 

At the foot of the stairs, 
the door fast behind them, 

Roger paused. “I 
had to take ’em in, 
Shorty, didn’t I?” 
he asked. “You 
couldn’t turn a 
woman away with 
ababy. I guess 
they ’re no crooks! 
He seems all right! 
I’m sure Dad 
would never have 
said, ‘No!’ A lot 
of old junk was 
brought in here 
just before Dad 
left. It came in 
from the shed 
where it was 
stored. Dad sold 
the stuff. Perhaps the lantern’s back of it on that 
hook.” 

They did not find it. 

““When I was alone there—that man sure acted 
queer,” Shorty answered. ‘“‘He looked around at 
everything mighty sharp! If he wasn’t on the level 
and knew where anything was in the place, he 
could’ve fixed it up all right like this!” 

Roger sniffed. ‘“‘He told a straight story,” he 
insisted. He got off the road—goin’ to Reilly. 
That’s at least twenty miles from Hampton. It 
was easy to do without lights when his batteries 
gave out.” 

“Hope so,”’ returned Shorty. 
to me. Did you see his hand?” 

““What’d you expect? ’Course it was dirty!” 

Neither was the lantern hidden in the dark 
behind the stairs. ‘‘Honest, now, Short—no kid- 
ding! They’re on the level! They’re no crooks! 
What was the matter with his hand?” 

“You can look for yourself,” Shorty snapped. 
“Tf you don’t think of something then—well, you 
needn’t. There’s the lantern! There it is back of 
the funny old desk! Queer place to have a desk 
in the cellar!” 

“Dad put that stuff here last week,” said Roger. 
‘““The secondhand man in Palen was going to call 
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for it. It was some stuff that used to be out in 
the shed.” 

“Might have belonged to that queer old man,” 
suggested Shorty. He began examining it, pulling 
down the lid, drawing out its drawers. 

“Oh, my Dad’s 
been all over it,” 
said Roger. “‘He’d 
have found any- 
thing ifit wasthere!’’ 
He lit the lantern 
and then came over 
to where Shorty 
poked among the 
pigeonholes. ‘““Come 
on!” 

“Wait a minute!” 

“Oh, come along, 
you!” 

Shorty reluctant- 
ly slammed the lid 
of the queer old sec- 
retary. ‘“‘Nothing 
doing,” he said. 

“*Course not— 
that was Grand- 
daddy’sdesk. Dad 
knows all about it.”’ 

Shorty followed 
Roger. 
whispered before 7 
Roger opened the 
kitchen door. 

As the stranger 
took the lantern, 
Roger saw his hand. As Short had intimated, it 
was queer. It was tattooed in blue markings—a 
ship with a star over it. 

The man saw Roger’s surprised look. “I ran 
away to sea,” he said, turning toward the door. 
““That’s where I got that! Maybe you would be 
interested to know that I’ve dropped right into the 
very house where I used to live when I was a lad. 
I never knew ’till I’d come inside. Some changes— 
I haven’t seen the place for over twenty years! 
That comes of getting off the road in a storm— 
batteries all gave out. Well, I must go fix her up, 
for the storm’s going down.”’ The door slammed 
after him. 

“By Jiminy!” exclaimed Shorty. ‘‘Supposing he 
does look around for his father’s box of money?”’ 

“‘I suppose he’d have a right to it, if he came on 
it,” mused Roger. ‘‘Maybe he might know about 
it—maybe he mightn’t. He was away when all 
that happened.” 

Bill came yawning into the room. “Say!” he 
cried. ‘‘The fellows couldn’t find that lantern.”’ 


“Where are they?”’ 
“Turned in upstairs. 
What’s up?” 


Some of them are in the 
attic. 
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““We’ve got somebody here,’’ Roger whispered. 
“It’s the man my Dad was going to see after he’d 
seen the lawyer—old Wheeler’s son!” 

“Not him!” 

Roger nodded. 


“It must be.” 

“‘Whew! What’re 
you goin’ to do 
about it?’ 

“Nothin’ = any- 
body can do now,” 
returned Roger, 
“except get him out 
of the house in the 
morning. There’s 
no treasure up there 
in my room. The 
only thing I think 
much about is my 
Grandfather Hud- 
son’s old bed with 
those funny round 
knobby posts. He 
can’t go off with 
that. We'll just 
watch and when 
he’s gone, we’ll look 
around here. Now, 
you and Mark can 
go up into the attic. 
There’s a bed up 
there. Short can 
have the dining 
room couch, and 
Buster’n Ill be the 
ones to stay here 
where we can look 
after things an’ know what’s going on. My, 
aren’t you tired? It’s almost two o’clock in the 
morning!” 

“All right! I’ll turn in,” Bill yawned. “If you 
don’t wake me up in the morning, I’ll sleep ’till 
nobody knows when. Be sure to wake me, won’t 
you? Wake me—”’ he disappeared. 

“T’ll hang around till he comes back and goes 
to bed,” said Shorty. ‘‘What’s that? 

Roger cocked his ear. ‘“‘Up in my room, some- 
thing’s tumbled down somewhere!”’ 

“Suppose she’s doing anything funny?” 

““What could she do?” 

They were on the stairs, listening. 

“Better go see,” Roger cried. ‘‘I’ll just go ask 
what’s up an’ take a peek.” 

Shorty ran up the stairs behind him. Roger 
knocked at the door. ‘“‘Anything the matter?” he 
inquired in his most polite manner. “I heard some- 
thing fall—did the baby tumble?” 

Shorty gave him a poke in the ribs. 
“‘Gee,” he whispered, “‘one on you! A baby making 
a noise like that! That wasn’t any baby!” 

“Of course not,’’ Roger whispered back. 

The door opened. 

(Continued on page 254) 


He chuckled. 


**Sh! ” 
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Fainy Fancites = 
THE FAT LITTLE FAIRY 


NCE upon a time, 
( ) ex not so very long 

ago, there was a fat little fairy. He 
was so fat he was funny. 

The other fairies laughed and laughed at 
him. He had creases for knees and wrists and 
elbows, and creases in his neck. He had a 
three-cornered laugh with dimples, and blue 
eyes with long lashes that curled up and made 


By FLORENCE S. PAGE The others laughed and 
laughed. 

“You’d dance just like an apple,”’ they said. 

He laughed too. “I am about the same 
shape as an apple,” he said. “And I’ve got 
red cheeks like one.”” But when they went 
on, he sighed and said to himself. “I wish 
they didn’t always laugh at me. I wish they 


liked me!” 


him look starry. Except that a star can’t 
be fat. 

When the other fairies laughed at him, he 
laughed too—a 
little deep chuckle. 
He was so fat he 
couldn’t dance 
with the rest. He 
just sat on the 
moss and bounced 
up and down be- 
cause he was so 
glad they were 
having fun. 

But he did wish 
he could fly! He 
couldn’t fly any 
more than a bun- 
ny. His wings 
wouldn’t hold him 
up. Sometimes 
four or five fairies 
would take hold of 
him, and pull him 
around through 
the air, and he 
would kick and 
crow with delight; 
but he was so fat 
they soon got tired and had to put him down. 

After a while, he got a little lonesome. The 
other fairies were always flying and dancing, 
and since he couldn’t do either, he was left 
all by himself. 

One night he was sitting on a low branch 
of a willow tree by the brook, while the other 
fairies danced on the grass. 

“Let me dance, just a little,” he begged. 





After a while he called again. 

“Take me for a little fly,’”’ he said. 

“Oh, you’re so fat!” said the others. ‘“‘We 
can’t fly fast when 
we take you along. 
You’re as fat as 
butter.” 

“Then I’d be a 
butterfly,’’ said 
the fat little fairy. 
But when they 
weren’t looking, 
he blinked hard to 
keep back the 
tears. They made 
so many jokes! 

Just then a 
lovely little fairy 
came along. The 
fat little fairy 
called to her, 
“Come and talk. 
Come and swing 
on my branch 
with me.” 

“Oh, no,” said 
the lovely fairy. 
“You’re so funny, 
with your dimples, 

and your three-cornered laugh, and your fat 
little hands and feet. I’d rather play with 
a regular fairy!”’ 

The fat little fairy put his hands over his 
blue eyes and cried. He wished he wasn’t so 
funny. 

He wished he was slender and graceful. 
The lovely little fairy was. All the other 
fairies were. He didn’t see why he had to 
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be so little and round. He wanted to be 
like other fairies! 

He sat on his willow branch and watched 
the others spinning around on their wings, 
up and down in 
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tree all by himself, crying, and she ran to 
him, and: put her arms around him, and 
then she tumbled down on the grass with 
him. 
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“You darling!”’ 








the moonlight. 
And before he 
knew it, he was 
crying again. 

While he still 
sat there, a horn 
sounded, and down 
the grass came the 
splendid fairy 
queen with a most 
beautiful lady. 

“Here isa lonely 
lady,’’ she said. 
“She wants a fairy 
to take home with 
her.” 

Then all the 
fairies crowded 
around her. “Oh, 
take me!’’ each one 
said. “Take me 
home with you!” 
their arms. 

Only the little fat fairy stayed on his willow 
branch. He thought they would only laugh 
at him if he ran to the lady, too. But he 
wanted to run to her. She was such a beau- 
tiful lady. She could make a sad little fairy 
feel glad. 

“Take me!’ all the other fairies were 
begging. “Please, take me!” 

“You’re all pretty—”’ said the lady, hesi- 
tating. “It’s hard to choose. You fly 
around so.” 

“We'll dance around you in a circle,” said 
the fairies. “‘Then you can see every one 
of us.” So they danced around her in a 
circle, and the lady looked at all the fairies 
in turn as they came by. 

But suddenly, the beautiful lady saw the 
little fat fairy sitting on the limb of the willow 





And they all lifted up 








she said. “Oh, 
you darling!’’ 

And she kissed 
his fat little hands, 
and she kissed 
the tears away 
from his cheeks, 
and she kissed and 
kissed the creases 
in his neck. 

“You darling!.’ 
she said again. 
Then she looked 
at the fairy queen. 
“T want this one,” 
she said. ““They’re 
all lovely, of 
ot course. Butoh, 

I do want this 
one!’’ 

“But he’s funny!’’ said the other fairies in 
dismay. ‘“He’s little and fat and he’s bouncy, 
too.” 

“He’s a baby!” said the beautiful lady. 
**He’sa baby, the precious! You fairies are 
very nice and pretty and all that, but he’s a 
little fat baby, and I love him.” She held 
him close. 

“Is he a baby?’ said the fairies in amaze- 
ment. “And all this time we’ve thought he 
was only a funny fairy! He’s a baby!” they 
told each other, and they felt very much 
excited. 

But the fat little fairy looked up in the 
lady’s face, and his eyes were happy instead 
of sad, and starrier than ever, and his laugh 
was so gay it was almost like a star, too, 
and he put his fat little arms tight around 
her neck, and went away with her. 
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Helping mother to get 








the extra help of Fels-Naptha! 


Away whisked Betty to the 
grocery store, and came out 
lugging a basketful of Golden 
Fels-Naptha Bars in their red- 
and-green wrappers. 

Betty is a real help to 
mother. So is Fels-Naptha! 

Thousands upon thousands 
of mothers know the value 
of the extra washing help in 
Fels-Naptha, and they take 
advantage of it every day. 

They know what a lot of 
effort Fels-Naptha saves them 
in washing little rompers, 
and diapers, and stockings 
that get dirt ground in so 
quickly. 

Fels-Naptha is more than 
soap. Unusually good soap 
and plenty of dirt-loosening 


naptha, working hand-in-hand 
in Fels-Naptha, loosen dirt 
quickly and safely. They give 
mother extra washing help 
she’d hardly expect from 
any other soap, no matter 
what its form, or color, or 
price! 

Some mothers have been 
tempted into trying chips, or 
powders, or what not, but 
they soon come back to 
Fels-Naptha. They want its 
extra help to get their washing 
and cleaning done more 
quickly and more easily. 

Any mother can get this 
help by asking the grocer for 
Fels-Naptha. Or she can get 
a sample, free, by writing to 
Fels & Co., Philadelphia. 








© Fels & Co. 


ET US open a new story book this month, 
the fascinating story book of the sky. Did 
you ever look up and see the stars and wonder 

what makes them shine so brightly? It is because 

they are made of fire, just like our sun. They look 
tiny only because they are so far away. 

We have baby stars and father and mother stars 
and grandfather stars. The young stars are white 
with tints of green and blue, the middle-aged stars 
are yellow like the sun and the very old stars are red. 

Some of the stars are much brighter than 
others. All the very bright stars have 
their own names and if you know 
their names you will feel bet- 
ter acquainted with them, 
just as you do with the 
boys and girls you 
play withand call by 
their first names. 

Along timeago 
some shepherds 
who stayed up 
all night to 
watch their 
sheep looked 
up in the sky 
and thought 
the stars 
made figures 
of bears, drag- 
onsand people. 

The stars 
that made a fig- 
ure were called a 
constellation. By 
thiswemeana group 
of stars together. 
There are many con- 
stellations in the sky and 
each one has its own name. 

There are five of these constel- 
lations on this map of the circumpolar 
stars, as we call the stars that are around 
the North Star. We speak of the North Star as 
the Pole Star because it is right over our North Pole. 

I am sure you must have heard about the bears 
in the sky, and almost every boy and girl has really 
seen the Big Dipper. Now, even though you are 





still small, I want you to study about the stars 
with me. 
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First, I want you to paint the map; work care- 
fully and choose pretty, bright colors so your map 
will be good enough to save. Then you can buy 
blue stars or cut some out for yourself, and paste 
them on the map, being careful to put the right- 
size star on the right spot. Put the smaller stars 

on the x marks and the larger stars on the dots. 
When your stars are in place, you will see that 
the Big: Dipper lives inside of the Big Bear and the 
Little Dipper inside of the Little Bear, and that 
the stars in CASSIOPEIA will make a chair 
with a broken back. The stars in 
CEPHEUS are not very bright 
and so are a bit hard to find 
but since CEPHEUS is 
the husband of CASSI- 
OPEIA we ought to 
know his name and 
remember that he 
is always near 
CASSIOPEIA 

in the sky. 
The head of 
DRACO is in 
the shape of 
a diamond 
and all the 
stars in the 
body of the 
dragon wind 
in and out be- 
tween the Big 
and Little Bear. 
Now notice that 
the North Star is in 
the very tip end of 
the tail of the Little 
Bear. This North Star is 
the only star in the sky which 
seems to stand still. The bears, 
the dragon, and the king and queen 
seem to turn around this North Star 
every day, but really, you know, it is our 

earth that is turning and not the stars at all. 

Every one should know how to find the North 
Star because then one can always find all the other 
directions—south, east, and west. This is the rule 
that never fails: face north and find the Big Dipper 
and then remember that the two stars, in the bowl, 
farthest away from the handle, are called Pointers, 
(Continued on page 255) 
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bring up your children ~ 
in Minneapolis M" Garments 
f bse’ are made full size, shaped and tailored carefully to fit the child’s 
b 


ody—no binding, no bunching—healthful freedom for active young 
muscles! They are neatly finished with smooth seams—comfortable! 
Easy on your pocket-book, too—made to stand hard wear and give long 
service. They wash without shrinking or losing their shape. 


‘AX GARMENTS | 


The PERFECT UNDERWEAR for CHILDREN 
meet all the underwear needs of babies and 
children from birth to sixteen. 
















Infant’s Shirts, fold over or button “A. 
Infant’s Band’s,Binders,Panty Waists, 
Union Suits, Waist Union Suits 


—in all desired fabrics at popular prices 


Sleeping Garments 


Rayon Garments 
in vests, bloomers and combinations. 


Children outgrow them, but do not 
wear them out 


Spring and summer styles are now 
being shown at your Dry Goods Store. 
Ask for Minneapolis ‘‘M”™ Garments in 
the style you want. The ‘“‘M” trade- 
mark is your assurance of satisfaction 
in quality, comfort and economy. 


Minneapolis Knitting Works 


Minneapolis, Minn. 


mn 
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King Pluto and Proserpina 


PULL 
FIND MOTHER CERES 


By HELEN HUDSON 
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Fun, Exercise 


and Health with a Samson eallloe 


Spring Days are “Speed”’ Days for The SamsonKar Rower-Driver 


[’ that boy of yours fill his lungs with © SAMSONKAR is his latest and most 
air this year. Let him strengthen his popular prescription. No trouble in get- 
spine, stretch his every muscle-—and have _ ting your boy to take this medicine. He 
a heap of fun while doing it. There’s no — will grow stronger, more self-reliant and 
physician in the world who can prescribe manly asa result of his ownership of this 
so successfully as Doctor Nature, and the safe, speedy, stylish car. 


Add To Your Boy’s Health and Happiness 


By Ordering a SamsonKar Today from Your Dealer or Direct 


If you don’t find this speedster and health- paid. The price of the SamsonKar, delivered 


promoter at your favorite store, order it to you is $15.00. 

direct from us. If there is a dealer near you, ; : ; 

we will transfer the order to him, and save There's a year’s guarantee behind every 
time in the delivery. If it will go faster  S@msonKar whether bought from dealer or 
from factory we will send it, all charges direct. 


WE HAVE SHIPPED SAMSONKARS TO EVERY STATE IN THE UNION 
Wherever You Go You See Them—W herever You See Them They “Go” 


It 1S Safe Seat 814 inches from ground, wheels 12 inches high. 


: ‘ THe Samson Mra. Co. Date 
It 7S Sturdy Steel and iron except seat and tray bottoms. : 310CliffSt., Springfield, Ohio ©2020 ceeeeeeeeceeeececeaeeees 
. . : Send a SAMSONKAR, all ch id, dd. below. 
It 1S Attractive Wheels painted red, all the rest blue. ; —? eet 
. PRO so cannon ck cc tas cdc cee eae ardent awe daeithe tise 
It 1S Speedy 10 miles an hr. easy. Rubber tires, disc wheels. ae 
° ee Nh: GREE len casinid caster ccecthansqebn eames cots Rawesadendcakcaassnoeensaes 
It is Guaranteed Tested thoroughly before shipping. | 
Cis 5 Das tesa cquea ena Nera cats tn eee State mae imamiicniee 
Manufactured and guaranteed by _ . wi ica 7 
e > nether t, t is to t 
THE SAMSON MANUFACTURING CO. aan im see elow whe er as is sen or shipmen is Oo be 
310 Cliff St Springfield Ohio. U.S.A 0 Check for $15.00 accompanies order. 


O Ship C. O. D. for $15.00. 
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“CRAYOLA” In Eskimo Land 


WV HEN David Binney Putnam, the 13-year 


old explorer, went to Greenland last summer, 
he took some “CRAYOLA” Crayons with him. 


In the picture above you see Kakutia, the Ra ms 
Eskimo artist, with two happy little Eskimos. i My i Mis y 
Kakutia used the “CRAYOLA” Crayons to : 
draw pictures for David’s book, which is 
called ‘David Goes to Greenland.” 


It will be fun for you to get some 
“CRAYOLA” Crayons, and after you have 
read David’s book, to see whether you can Uczezammcrammer7 
draw a polar bear the way Kakutia did. ae 


BINNEY & SMITH Co. 


41 East 42™4 Street New York, N.Y 
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PRIL is a riddle month for 
A cooks. Markets are so 
very different in various 
parts of this big country of 
ours that the Child Life Cooks 
in some places will be picking fresh foods in the 
gardens, while in other localities girls and boys will 
be coasting down hillsides and making snowballs. 
So if we plan a cold weather dish, some one is sure 
to say, “‘Now isn’t that funny? Don’t they know 
it’s spring?”’ And if we do a spring-like dish, the 
cooks up north will say, “Well, we expect that is 
a very nice dish, but certainly we shall have to put 
it away and try it later.” 

However, Grandmother used to say, ‘‘ Where 
there’s a will, there is a way.’ So we put our 
thinking caps on and—sure enough!—we had the 
answer in a minute. We’ll have a vegetable lesson 
this month, and by taking two or three different 
sorts, we shall be sure to find one that every cook 
can buy and serve, no matter where he or she lives. 
We like to think about summer that is on the way, 
so we shall talk about the southern vegetables first 
and then, from those, travel northward. 

Of all the spring products in market these days, 
the ones that look the very springy-est to us are the 
round, rosy radishes the grocers display in bunches— 
they look almost like flowers, don’t you think? The 
minute we spy 
them we enjoy 
remembering that 
every person, old 
or young, should 
eat some uncooked 
food each day. 
Surely nothing 
could be better 
than those dainty, 
crisp balls! 

Select firm, 

fresh-looking 

radishes when 
you make your 
purchase, being 
sure that the 
leaves, as well 
as the ball, look 
crisp. Leaves 
of vegetables often tell more about the state of fresh- 
ness than do the root portions. When you get your 
radishes home, put them in a cool place till about 
an hour before serving. 
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VEGETABLES 
By CLARA INGRAM JUDSON 


Author of ‘ “Cookii Without Mother's Help,” “Junior 
Cook Book ewing Without Mother's Help,” 
“Jean and Jerry, Detectors," etc. 


Prepare them as follows: 
FRESH RADISHES 
Wash carefully and trim off 
all coarse or spotted leaves. 
Some prefer to snip off all the 
leaves about three-quarters of an inch above the 


red color. This seems neat and dainty. If you 
have bought long radishes, trim off the tiny roots 
and scrape off any defective bits. Drop into cold 
water for an hour. Drain and serve. 

If you selected the round, ball variety, you will 
want them to look like roses. To do this, hold the 
radish in the left hand; with a small, sharp knife, 
make six skin-deep slits from stem to tip. Slip the 
knife under the pink skin between the slits for three- 
quarters of the way from the tip to the stem end. 
Be careful to trim neatly and leave the pink rind 
on. Drop the radishes into cold water for an hour, 
and the little pink petals you have made will turn back 
and look like dainty rose leaves. After a little 
practice, you will become very skillful in making 
these little vegetable flowers. 

Radishes may be served alone as an appetizer, or 
with celery during the soup course, or as a relish 
with the meat. You see how very useful, as well as 
pretty, they are. 

For a cooked vegetable lesson we have chosen 
cauliflower. Some markets still have cold storage 
cauliflower that is good; but mostly we now have 
the southern or western products that are shipped 
hither and yon so 
very swiftly that 
one has to be very Ae 
observing to notice aeogey ery 
any difference be- , 
tween them and 
the home products. 
If you have a 
Child Life Cook 
Book, you will 
find a cauli- 
flower recipe 
there. Will the 
cooks who have 
this book please 
excuse us a min- 
ute, while we tell 
the others some- 
thing about 
how to cook 
cauliflower? Then all the Child Life cooks will 
know how to prepare it. Thank you! 

(Continued on page 230) 











Borzoi 

pore 

or sale 
$25 and up. 


; GLENWILD 
KENNELS 
7450 
Greenview 
Avenue 
Chicago, 
Iinois. 





A PHOTO OF 


STRONGHEART’S FATHER 


A beautiful picture for your room. Framed in 
a mat background ready to hang up. 


Size 12” x 14”. Price only $1.00. 
Write for Our List of Police Pups 


THE ARDWIN RIVER DRIVE KENNELS 
River Grove Box 37 Illinois 


Classy WIRE-HAIRED on 


BY BY THEGREAT CHAMPION 


TRUE SPORT 
em Healthy, Playful 


Farm Raised Puppies. Very 
ane aranteed to 


rue Sport at 
a Fee $25. 
ALSO POLICE PUPPIES 


CASWELL KENNELS, Toledo, Ohio 


Shomont White Collies Love K Kiddies 
This one aoality loge makes our Scot 
lies rare ey’te gentle, eae. 
devoted. Have « every quality a dog should 
have--intelligence, courage, strength. Fine 
ghephe: . unsurpassed as Watchdogs. inde: 
fatigable enemies of vermin. They 
the *‘Aces’’ of all dog-dom. Satisfac- 
bate | guaranteed. os nt akin, t our 
iol bargain lists 


OMONT KENNELS 
won47 » Monticello, lowa 


PEKINGESE 


This Is Me 
I may belittle and soft and plump, 
But my heart is big and true. 
My mistress says now I’m quite big 
enough 


| To leave my dear mother—for you. 
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H. CLAY GLOVER CO., Inc. 
Dept. AP-75, 119 Fifth Ave., N.Y. 


GLOVERS 


IMPERIAL DOG MEDICINES 





SCHNAUZER: male one year 
old, best imported blood lines, 
house broken, great childrens pet, 
cheap to good home, Mrs. W. J. 
McHugh, 1147 S. Clinton Ave., 
Rochester, New York. 


Wire-Haired Fox Terriers 
and Scottish Terriers 


Pups for Sale, $20 and up 


Of the NORTH DOG FARM 
Desplaines, Il. Route 2 








COCKER SPANIELS 


Full of Love and affection and Wonderful 
Hunters. I breed them in all Colors and from 
the best of registered stock, prices $20 and $25. 


John Mengerink 
61 Brighton St. Rochester, N. Y. 


MEN-DEL. KENNELS Registered A. K.C. 








Write at once for descriptions and 
pictures from the largest and best 
appointed kennels in the world. 


$25 up 
MRS. MABEL A. BAXTER 


Telephone 418 
Great Neck, Long Island 





WATSON’S 


DOG 
BRUSHES 


It keeps dog Sanitary—Good Natured—Hair Smooth and Clean. 


COMBINATION BOXES CONTAIN TWO BRUSHES ONE DOLLAR. West of Mississippi R River $1.13. 
Beagle, Boston Terrier, Bull Dog, Bull Terrier, Fox Terrier Smooth, Dalmatian, Fox Hound, 
a Grey Hound, Pinscher Doberman, Pointer. 

COMBINATION BOXES CONTAIN TWO BRUSHES TWO DOLLARS. West of Mississippi River $2.23. 
Airedale, Cairn Terrier, me Collie, Eskimo, Setter, Shepherd, German Police, Newfoundland, 
Sealyham Terrier, St. Bernard, Wolfhound. 

COMBINATION BOXES CONTAIN THREE BRUSHES TWO DOLLARS. Wesi of Mississippi River $2.23. 
Pekingese, Pomeranians, Wasco Special. 
~ WASCO LARGE COMBINATION CONTAINS SIX BRUSHES THREE DOLLARS. 

West of Mississippi River $3.23. 

GREAT DANE BRUSH B-25-C SIXTY CENTS. _West of Mississippi River SEVENTY THREE CENTS. 
ONE BRUSH B-22-C SEVENTY-FIVE CENTS. West of Mississippi River EIGHTY EIGHT CENTS. 
Fox Terrier Wire, Irish Terrier, Scottish Terrier, Pinscher Wire, Welsh Terrier. 


ONE BRUSH LONG HAIR DOGS C-21-CD $1.10. 


West of Mississippi River $1.33. 


__ Chesapeake e Bay, Samoyedes, . Spaniels. 


Mention Child Life when ordering—if brushes are not satisfactory, money refunded and return postage sent. 


L. S. WATSON MFG. CO. 


Leicester, Mass. 
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AT STUD—snow white Esqui- 
mo—Prince George Meuzona 
of Bell Ava. No. 306186. Fee 
$15.00. We usually have Es- 
quimo puppies for sale. The 
best dog on earth for the kiddies. 
Kind, affectionate and always 
full of Pep. Will ship on ap- 
proval to responsible parties. 
Safe delivery guaranteed. 20 
page catalogue 5c. 

BROCKWAY’S KENNELS 

Baldwin, Kansas 
















Ghe BALANCED Dog Food 
Easy to Feed—Keeps ‘Em Healthy 


FOR SALE EVERYWHERE! 





Send 10c 
for Samples 


AND OUR BOOK 


“The Pink of Condition” 


On Proper Feeding and Care of Dogs 


BATTLE CREEK DOG FOOD a 


STATE STREET BATTLE CAzi 


Battle Creek Health Food for ine 









YOUGH COCKER KENNELS 
co: OFFER « 


beautiful silky-coated Spaniel puppies. 
Gentle and affectionate. Splendid house 
dogs; fine with children. Also hunting 
strain. Females in whelp. All colors. 


HARRY T. BENGEL Connellsville, Pa. 


ti OUR DOGS and PUPS 
Feed the BEST — That's 
Dog Food 


A ipeiet t upon Perfection at 7 Pet Shop, 
is or Feed Stores re order 
our ur Special introductory Offer 
5 Ibs. at 75c or 10 tbs. *. $i. as 
Shipped, prepaid, ef in U. 
Literature 


PERFECTION FOODS co. 
Post Bidg., BATTLE CREEK, MICH. 


ST. BERNARDS 


Champion bred pups from the 
finest pedigreed prize winning 
stock. Scientifically raised to 
develop size, beauty and in- 
telligence. Not how cheap, 
but how good! 


RIVEREDGE KENNELS 


DEPT. L. 
Cc. F. McDONALD, Owner 
Champion Pythagoras Highland Park [Illinois 


De°G HOUSR 


The new patent Ken-L-Den 
Literature on Request 


KENNEL GARDENS 


Dept. C St. Clairsville, Ohio 


‘‘Strong Heart”’ Police Dogs 


“Character plus Appearance.” 
Y~ You can pay more but you can’t 
get a better dog. 


UN BEAM FARM 


TRONG HEART KENNELS 
East Pike, New Brunswick, N.J. 
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Special maps 
to order 


If you desire a special map, con- 
sult Rand MCNally & Company. 
Already made up to suit your 
requirements are special maps 
of many kinds, in addition to 
the regular standard maps. 
These special maps range from 
the Rand M¢€Nally Territory 
maps for jobbers and distribu- 
tors, to the Rand M€Nally 
Language Maps for students of 
philology. If the map must be 
made to order, whether it is in- 
tended for use in an advertising 
campaign or to illustrate a book 
of science, Rand MCNally & 
Company’s many years of map 
experience insures satisfaction. 
Write us about your problem. 


Rand M¢Nally Maps 
for every purpose 


School Maps 
Auto Road Maps 
Political Maps 
Commercial Maps 
Radio Maps 
Population Maps 


epee 


Climatic Maps 
Economic Maps 
Linguistic Maps 
Historical Maps 
Mileage Maps 
City Guide Maps 





UDDENLY the earth had expanded. 
S The voyages of Columbus, Vasco 
da Gama, Magellan, had revealed new 
islands, seas, continents. 

And the handful of mariners who 
actually put out to sea were by no 
means the only explorers. 

Their accounts inspired thousands 
of cultivated men who remained at 
home. Imagination first followed the 
ships and then outreached them. 

Map after map was made, published, 
studied, each with a new conception 
of what this earth might be—each an 
attempt to embrace within the poor 
limits of human understanding the 
tremendous facts that were daily 
coming to light. 

What wonder that the sixteenth 
century became one of the most intel- 
lectually productive in the history of 
European civilization! 

Sixteenth-century maps were in- 
accurate, perhaps. But they were 
fascinating because, true or false, 
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they represented the earth and also 
because they tore men away from 
provincial habits of thought and gave 
new largeness to their views. 

Less decorative, perhaps, are the 
maps of today. Yet today’s maps 
have the same inspiration for the 
imaginative mind in the twentieth 
century as the map pictured above 
in the sixteenth. 


The study of maps, globes and 
atlases is as fascinating now as it was 
then. Packed with the delights of 
unexpected finds, rich in historical 
and literary suggestion, they have 
all the charm and cultural value of 
good books. 


Why not acquire the excellent and 
stimulating habit of reading maps? 
Study them frequently. Teach your 
children to enjoy them. 

Rand M¢Nally Maps, Globes and 
Atlases are always scientific, accurate, 
up to date. Obtainable at leading 
booksellers’, stationers’, or direct. 


IRAND MSNALLY & GomMPANY 


Map Headquarters 


Dept. M-4 


536 S. Clark Street, Chicago 
Washington 


San Francisco 


270 Madison Avenue, New York 
Los Angeles. 
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growing up 


But in this she needs you still 


When she was a baby your first thought 
was for her. Your days—long days, 
tired days—were filled with the busy 
routine a baby makes necessary. 

And now she goes to school! Your 
most anxious years are past. . . Yet 
school authorities have found that your 
little school girl has certain special 
needs only you can supply! 

One thing they point to as of par- 
ticular importance is the school day 
breakfast. 

Test after test on all kinds of children 
has convinced them of this: That the 
children who do the best school work in 
the mornings are the ones that have a 
hot cereal breakfast. 

In 42,000 school rooms today you 
can see this Breakfast Rule displayed 
on the wall: 


“Every boy and girl needs 
@ HOT cereal for breakfast” 


Here is where she who was your baby 
still needs your guiding hand. She 
cannot be left to the whims of her own 
appetite. You must see that every 
school morning she gets the benefit of 


a well cooked cereal—Cream of Wheat. 
* The reasons why for 30 years author- 
ities have recommended Cream of 
Wheat as the ideal cereal for children 
are these: 

First, children love its creamy de- 
liciousness, so easy to vary by adding 
raisins, dates or prunes when you cook 
t 


it. 

Second, it is chock full of just the 
mental and physical energy your child’s 
success in school demands. 

Third, it is so easily digested that its 
wonderful store of energy is quickly re- 
leased. Cream of Wheat contains none 
of the indigestible parts of the wheat 
which make extra hard work for the 
stomach. 

There is probably a box of Cream of 
Wheat in your pantry now. Won’t 
you begin tomorrow morning the regular 
serving of this favorite old food? You 
will se for yourself the benefits that 
follow—new energy for study, for play. 


= 7 ° 


Cream of Wheat Company, Minneapolis, Minn. 
In Canada made by Cream of Wheat Company, 
Winnip’g. English Address, Fassett & Johnson, 

td., 86 Clerkenwell Road, London, E. C. 1. 
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To mothers and teachers 


Do you want to get the enthusiastic interest of your 
children in forming the hot cereal breakfast habit? If 
so, send for attractive colored poster to hang in your 
child’s room. Posters are designed to make a “‘personal 
success” appeal both to boys and to girls of different 
ages. There is a 4-weeks’ record form which the child 
keeps himself by pasting in a gold star every morning he 
eats a hot cereal breakfast. We will send posters and 
gold stars free, also booklet on children’s diet and sam- 
ple box of Cream of Wheat to mothers. Quantities for 
school room use free to teachers. Mail coupon to Dept. 
R-4, Cream of Wheat Co., Minneapolis, Minn. 
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CHILD LIFE KITCHEN 
(Continued from page 227) 


COOKED CAULIFLOWER 


Wash the cauliflower, trim off all but one 
row of the surrounding green leaves and 
put the head upside down in cold water 
for an hour. 

Drain, and drop into 3 pints of boiling 
water. 

Add 1 tablespoonful of salt and 2 slices 
of stale bread. (This last will absorb the 
odor of cooking. Use the same method for 
cabbage or Brussels sprouts.) 

Boil until tender, which will take from 
25 to 35 minutes, according to the size of 
your vegetable. Do not cook too long as 
your product will then become an ugly 
brown color. 

Drain, and put on a warm serving dish. 

Now, the cooks who knew this much 
about cauliflower will please start listening. 


SAUCE FOR CAULIFLOWER 


While the vegetable is cooking, make 
a sauce as follows: 

Into the top part of a double boiler put 

¥% cupful grated cheese 

1 tablespoonful butter 

1 tablespoonful chopped green pepper 
or pimento 

% teaspoonful salt 

24 cupful milk 

Bring to a boil and then stir in 2 tea- 
spoonfuls of cornstarch which you have 
dissolved in 14 cup of cold milk. CHILD 
LIFE recipes always call for level measure- 
ments. 

Boil till thickened. Start making this 
sauce immediately after putting the cauli- 
flower on to boil, as it must cook till thick, 
and must surely be ready the instant the 
cauliflower is taken up. Better grate the 
cheese beforehand so as to make sure the 
sauce is ready in time. 

Pour the sauce over the top of the cauli- 
flower and serve at once. 

This is a good time of year to 
plan a vegetable luncheon or dinner. 
Try this menu some time and see 
how very much your family will 
enjoy it. 

VEGETABLE DINNER 


Cream of Spinach Soup 
Crutons 
Cauliflower with Cheese Sauce 

Fresh Green Beans 
Bran Muffins and Peach Jam 
Grapefruit and Prune Salad 
Buttered and Toasted Wafers 
Ambrosia with Little Cakes 


PLATE LUNCHEON 
Carrots with Peas 
Creamed Potatoes Spiced Beets 
Gingerbread with Apple Sauce 
Raisins (use the fine variety on stem) 
Cocoa 
P. S. When you plan Easter 
morning breakfast, be sure to use 
one of the good egg dishes you have 
learned in our kitchen. 
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A CUDDLY PINK 
BUNNY FOR EASTER 


By HAZEL H. SAMPLE 


ERE he is, and so easy to 

make! He is fat and cuddly, 
too. Take about a half a yard of 
gingham or outing flannel, pink or 
white or blue, or whatever color 
you like best. Now cut a paper 
pattern about a foot or fifteen 
inches from top of ears to toes, the 
shape of the pattern shown here. 
Maybe you will have to cut two 
or three before you get one that 
really suits you. Now fold your 
cloth double and cut around pat- 
tern, allowing a small seam. Sew 
all around, leaving a place open 
about three inches long on one side, 
where the arm would be, so you 
can stuff him. Turn him right 
side out and stuff. Begin with the 
ears and head. Make your cotton 
go in as smoothly as possible, so he 
won’t be bumpy. Now if you can 
embroider a plain outline stitch 
and do it neatly, he is nicer that 
way. With a pencil you can draw 
his eyes, nose, mouth and whiskers 
lightly. If you embroider you can 
follow the lines—the eyes in black, 
the nose and whiskers red (I’m 
just sure you never saw pink 
whiskers on a rabbit), and of course 
he has peaked eyebrows. But if 
you cannot embroider, draw in his 
face with a good pen and black 
ink. Then outline the arms, a 
pocket, the neck line, and his toes, 
and sew three buttons down the 
front of his suit. Now you have 
a cuddly bunny that won’t break. 
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Why Can’tI See in the Dark? 


What holds the stars up? 
Where does the wind begin? 
Where do thoughts come from? 
What is smoke made of? 

What makes the kettle boil? 


Your children’s questions—how do you answer them? Mail coupon for free book. 


Curiosity is the beginning of 
knowledge. Let your boy and 
girl ask as many questions as they 
like, and be sure they are answered 
correctly. The child who is made 
to feel that his questions 
are foolish or unimpor- 
tant will presently stop 





asking, and will lose that first 
keen, eager interest. 

Two million boys and girls, who 
have The Book of Knowledge in 
their homes, find here not only 
the answers to their questions, 
but the whole absorb- 
ing world of knowledge. 


.... the knowledge of the world in the language of the child 


Tuis great, original work never fails 
to capture the child’s mind—the style 
is so easy to read and so winning; the 
thousands of striking pictures and 
diagrams tell their story so clearly. 
Each of the eighteen great depart- 
ments of The Book of Knowledge is 
an open door into an inviting new 
field of information, entertainment or 
happy occupation: Familiar Things, 
The Earth, Animal Life, Plant Life, 
Our Own Life, Stories, Poetry, Litera- 
ture, Fine Arts, Biography, History, 
Things To Make and To Do. The 
interesting and essential subjects 






THE GROLIER SOCIETY, Dept. 90 1 
| 2 West 45th Street, New York 

You may send me, free, the 32-page book of Answers to Questions, 
| Articles and Pictures from the new edition of The Book of | 
| Knowledge. 


within the departments are developed 
in a progressive series of delightful 
readings, richly illustrated, that guide 
the children, step by step, along the 
important highways and into the 
pleasant byways of knowledge. 


New Edition—15,000 Pictures 


THERE are now 15,000 educational illustra- 
tions—a fascinating picture-gallery of know- 
ledge. The new Index ofiers dependable 
reference service to the whole family. But 
The Book of Knowledge is far more than a 
reference work—it is the children’s priceless 
treasure, their reading book, their play book, 
their link between home and school, their 
interesting, helpful companion every day. 


MAILED FREE—32-Page Book of Articles, 


Answers, Pictures 


Wuat would The Book of Knowledge do for your boy or 
girl? Would you like to see for yourself the method of 
teaching by pictures and short, informal talks? 
booklet of Answers to Questions, Articles and Pictures. 


Send for the 
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The Comical Cruises 
of Captain Cooky- 


ree / You will just love the 


story of Captain Cooky’s 
Comical Cruises. It is told in the jolliest rhymes 
that just sweep you along and you feel you were 
right there when it all happened. 

Pictures in the gayest colors show the doughty 
Captain, and his Flap Jack Tars, the Dough- 
Dough Bird and all the other interesting char- 
acters of this thrilling tale. 


There are also pictures of delicious things for 
boys and girls to eat. And there are directions 
which tell you and mother just how to make 
such things as Biscuit Tarts, Merry-Go-Round 
Cake and Butter Scotch Curls. 

Wouldn’t you ; 
like to have this 
book? It is free. ow 
All you have to 
do is to clip the 
coupon and mail 
it today. 















Tue Royat Baxinc Powper Company 
Dept. D, 114 E., 42nd St., New York City 

Please send me—free—my copy of “Comical 
Cruises of Captain Cooky” with its rhymes and 
pictures and directions for making good things 
to eat. 
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WHO’S WHO IN THE ZOO 


Number XXXVII 


April, 1927 


By RUTH BRADFORD 


o_— that probably kept the Pilgrims from 

starving, a fish that helped Columbus 
discover America (at least some people think 
it did), a fish whose wooden statue was placed 
by Massachusetts settlers in their State 
House, a fish that a famous point of land was 
named after, a fish that everyone calls one 
of the greatest food fishes of the world! Do 
you wonder I puff up a bit with such a family 
record as that? 

I suppose, by this time, you’ve guessed 
my everyday name, and I don’t need to remind 
you that my scientific name is GADUS 
CALLARIAS and that I’m a salt water fish 
found in the colder part of the ocean— 
especially along the Grand Banks of New- 
foundland. 

Perhaps you didn’t know, though, that 
our average weight is from ten to thirty-five 
pounds, that sometimes we weigh seventy 
pounds and occasionally grow to a one 
hundred and sixty pounder—if you give us 
a chance! I guess that’s because we’re such 
hearty eaters and aren’t a bit particular what 
we have for dinner—clams, starfish, herring, 
June bugs, rock moss, scissors, glass, rubber 
dolls—it’s all the same to us! That’s why 
some people think that when Columbus’ 
sailors caught some of my relatives and found 
they’d been eating moss and other land things, 
that made another proof they were nearing 
a new country! 

Aside from our enemies—the dogfish and 
halibut—other fishes eat the eggs we lay 
along northern banks during our winter 
spawning season. That’s why, in order to 
have a good-sized family, one fish must lay 
from two to ten million eggs! 

Because of the foggy regions we live in, 
it’s quite a perilous business for deep sea 
fishermen to come after us in their schooner’s 
dories with hand lines, trawl lines and nets. 
A single schooner with eight dories may 
catch 55,000 pounds of us in two and a half 
days, though. And then, good-by! We fishes 
find ourselves dried, boned, shredded and 
shipped everywhere! We also make a ferti- 
lizer, a glue and an oil people sometimes . 
take to get fat. 

No wonder that in olden days our picture 
was on Newfoundland postage stamps and 
on the bank notes of Nova Scotia! And 
no wonder that it was the amazing abundance 
of my family that tempted explorers to 
establish colonies in a bleak new land! 
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NUMBER THIRTY-SEVEN 

Dear Children: Read about me on page 232, then and age and address with the page you color. 
tell my name and color me in my really truly The two best pages and answers by a girl win a prize, 
colors. Mail me so I'll reach Ruth Bradford, and so do the two best pages and answers by a boy. 
CHILD LIFE, 536 S. Clark Street, Chicago, IIl., The names of the boys and girls who do the next 


before April 12. Be sure to send your name best pages and answers are listed on our Honor Roll. 
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youll never forget 


* 


Santa Fe Summer 
ursions 
California 


introduce you to 
—The Indian-detour. 
—Grand Canyon National Park. 
—The blue Pacific, Yosemite, the 
Big Trees and the old Spanish 
Missions. 
All at very reasonable cost. Let us 
show you the way. 
Santa Fe—cool summer way. 
Mr. W. J. Black, Pass. Traf. Mgr., Santa Fe System Lines, 1173 Railway Exchange, Chicago 
Please mail to me free Santa Fe Booklets “California Picture Book,” “Grand Canyon Outings,” 
“Indian-detour.”’ 
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SALT-WATER TAFFY 


(Continued from page 210) 


time. I can hardly wait. Can 
you?” 

When dessert time came Mother 
said to Betty Sue, “‘A good girl who 
has waited patiently shall have the 
very first serving,’ and she placed 
the plate in front of Betty. 

“Sally Lou says it’s the very 
best candy in the whole world, and 
I can hardly wait to taste it.”” An 
extra large piece went into the 
little red mouth. Betty settled 
down with a sigh of pleasure. How 
she did like taffy! Then she 
coughed and choked and spluttered 
and ran to the kitchen. She 
couldn’t get that candy out of her 
mouth fast enough. There were 
tears of disappointment in her eyes. 

“Mother, it’s awful! It tastes 
like pure salt. How can Sally Lou 
say that kind of candy is good? 
I’m going right over there and tell 
her so now, so there! After I 
waited so long for some good taffy, 
it isn’t nice to be fooled.” Betty 
Sue’s fair cheeks were flushed. She 
did not want to have all that 
delicious candy spoiled for the sake 
of an April Fool joke. And right on 
Sally’s porch she met her little 
friend coming to her house. Sally 
Lou was very cross. Her cheeks 
were red, too, and her eyes snapped 
fire. 

“Betty Sue,’ she said, before 
Betty had time to speak, “did you 
think that was a smart trick, trying 
to fool me that way? What did 
you do to the candy? The boys 
thought we made it to fool them, 
and when I got fooled myself they 
laughed and laughed. That candy 
is solid salt, I think.” 

“Well, it certainly is, Sally, but 
it is not my fault. I came over to 
see why you fooled me. I meas- 
ured everything just as you read 
it. Let’s hunt up the recipe and 
read it to Mother and find out what 
is the trouble.” 

“Well, we can do that but it will 
not help, for I am sure it is right. 
Mrs. Jamison herself copied it.” 
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Here is the recipe, just as Sally 
had brought it home: 


1% cups sugar 

¥% cup water 

¥% cup corn syrup 

1 tablespoonful butter 

\% tablespoonful glycerine 
¥% tablespoonful salt 

¥ teaspoonful vanilla 


Boil until it cracks against the side 
of the pan, when dropped in cold 
water. Flavor after being removed 
from the fire, and pull when cool. 

Betty’s mother read the recipe 
aloud, and when she came to the 
salt Betty Sue cried, “Sally Lou 
Clore! You read one fourth of 
a cup of salt, instead of table- 
spoonful. Don’t you remember 
how we worked and worked to 
measure it just right?” 

“Oh, did I do that dreadful 
thing? Did I? Will I ever learn 
to do things right?”” mourned Sally 
Lou. 

Well, wasn’t that a clever April 
Fool joke, even if no one planned 
it? So many people had eaten the 
candy, and so many had been 
fooled, including Sally and Betty 
most of all, that the candy was 
indeed April Fool candy. 

“To-morrow,” said Betty Sue, 
“we will try again, and will meas- 
ure the salt a dozen times before 
we put it in.” 

“Indeed, we will,” chimed in 
Sally Lou, “and salt water taffy 
ts the very best taffy in the world 
when it is made right.” 

And I agree with Sally Lou. 
Perhaps you will think so too, if 
you try it some time. 


Ue 


GOLDEN TACKS 


MILDRED D. SHACKLETT 


ISS April’s come and I have 
found 
She’s spread a carpet on the ground. 
It’s the nicest rug I’ve ever seen, 
So big and soft and bright and green. 
It hides the Earth’s old dirty 
brown 

And all the ugly-wrinkly cracks— 


It can’t blow off, it’s fastened |e 


down 
With golden dandelion tacks! 
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The “sole” way 
to buy children’s 
shoes—look for 
the name Acrobat 
on the sole. 


ACROBATS Lead 
the Parade / 


OR LONG WEAR, Style and all- 
day comfort these popular 
children’s shoes are ‘‘way out in 
front!’ Thousands of mothers 
everywhere are surprised and 
delighted with the unusual 
“mileage” Acrobats give. 

There is no filling between the 
soles to get lumpy, causing quick 
wear in one place. The insoles 
cannot loosen or wrinkle. Chil- 
dren can play for hours every 
day without getting tired feet. 


DOUBLE WELT 


SHOES 


are made on “Nature Lasts.” 
Each little toe has plenty of room 
for comfort and growth. Children 


From the many 
new Acrobat 
styles you can 
select just the 
shoes you want 
for your chil- 
dren. For the 
little tots ask for 
BALANCER 
Shoes. 


Makers of Children’s Good Shoes for 35 





play and walk naturally and 
gracefully in these ‘Nature 
Last’”’ shoes. 


“Double Welt Means 
Double Wear’’ 


This patented construction is 
rip-proof and practically water- 
tight! Acrobats do not lose their 
trim shape. They wear and 
wear, giving fully as much actual 
mileage as the best men’s and 
women’s shoes made. 

You and the children will both 
be delighted with the new styles 
now shown by Acrobat dealers. 
Write us for your nearest dealers’ 
name and our booklet of helpful 
suggestions by foot specialists, 
‘Keep Your Child's Feet Happy.” 


Shaft-Pierce Shoe Co. 
562 Third Street, Faribault, Minn. 
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Here They Are! 


Those New TOY-KRAFT TOYS 
We Promised You 


oes just in time for Easter, and so appropriate too! 


We think these are really the most wonderful toys we have ever made, for 
they are not only quaint, original and beautiful, but have the added attraction 
of ACTION—movement—life! 


First of all there is the farm yard merry-go-round pictured above. 


We call it the ‘MERRY-GO-WHEELER” because the merry-go-round 
with its proud bunny, chick, rooster and ducky riders goes round, and round, 
and round all the time the toy is pulled along. What a happy time they are 
all having—and what a happy time every tot who receives one of these toys 
will have this Easter! 

Then there’s the “Galloping Bunny” who seems to have just this minute 
come up the rabbit hole from Wonderland with Alice! 

When pulled along, he bobs up and down in the most natural way! 

Both of these toys are hand-painted in the exclusive Toy-Kraft manner with 
high grade lacquers and enamels, and may be freely washed asoften as necessary. 

“MERRY-GO-WHEELER’” is finished in blue, yellow, orange, red, black 
and white, while the “Galloping Bunny” comes in white, pale blue, yellow, 
red and black. 

You can probably buy these toys locally, but if not, we will send them care- 
fully packed in our beautiful new colored picture box (the most novel and 
beautiful toy box you ever saw) for the regular retail prices, namely $1.00 for 
the “MERRY-GO-WHEELER’” and 50c for the “Galloping Bunny.” 

Use the coupon printed below in ordering by mail. 


THE TOY-KRAFT COMPANY 


Factory and Studios, WOOSTER, OHIO 


THE Toy-KraFt COMPANY, WOOSTER, OHIO 
Please send: 
O One MERRY-GO-WHEELER, for which I enclose $1.00. 
O) One GALLOPING BUNNY, for which I enclose 5o0c. 
ROR ot Rete ht oho pratt Renee Sie Serie ier eet aro ols Canny a 
INURE te 5 Ane gem el ee eee le BAR ie Bs 8 ie tae See eee Re 5 











April, 1927 


EASTER JOY IN SONG 
AND SYMPHONY 


(Continued from page 203) 





sound or noise. Music is harmony, 
and hate or evil has no place in 
harmony. Hate or evil cannot be 
expressed in music, unless it be in 
horrid noises, and those aren’t 
music, are they? When selfishness 
and anger try to get in music, they 
are dissolved and resolved into 
harmony, or it would not be music. 
Now what I am telling you is 
actually true in and of the make-up 
and relationship of musical tones, 
scales, and intervals, so what lan- 
guage ever used is so perfectly 
fitted to tell all that is good, grate- 
ful, and glorious, as is the language 
of music? 

Tchaikowsky, the Russian, uses 
the language of music to describe 
each month of the year—Haydn, 
the lovable Austrian, to tell the 
wonders of God’s creation—Beet- 
hoven, the deep thinker, to express 
his greatest hymn of joy—Rach- 
maninoff, the greatest of living 
Slavic writers, to picture Moscow 
on an Easter evening, when the 
bells of the kremlin are clanging 
their message of the risen Lord. 
Schumann, the poet, speaks through 
music of his love of flowers and 
forest; MacDowell, America’s great- 
est composer, tells the story and 
paints the picture of meadows, 
streams, flowers, and trees through 
harmonizing, happy tones. No 
poet has ever told stories more 
beautifully or truthfully, than the 
great Frenchman, Claude Debussy. 
He tells us of old gray cathedrals, 
of calm and stormy seas, of “‘Mr. 
Pickwick” (who is such a funny and 
famous character in one of Charles 
Dickens’ books), of gardens in the 
rain, and even of goldfish. So you 
see that the real joy of Christmas 
and Easter and Thanksgiving can 
best be expressed in music. All men 
have realized this, and they have 
sung and played upon instruments 
to show their innermost feeling, 
just as you children sing when you 
are happy. 
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The human voice has the help of 
words to make its meaning clearer, 
but it really does not need them, 
for the tone of the voice itself tells 
the story better than words can 
tell it. The instruments that men 
made out of tree trunks, marsh- 
reeds, bowstrings and other simple 
materials thousands of years ago 
have now been improved and per- 
fected into the wonderful musical 
instruments you see to-day in the 
symphony orchestra. Each of these 
instruments has its characteristic 
voice, just as Mother’s voice is 
different from Father’s. All these 
instruments can and do unite with 
the human voice in a chorus of 
praise to God for his revelation, 
through Jesus’ resurrection, of eter- 
nal life. They unite in describing 
and picturing the world which is 
inside our mind, as well as the world 
outside of it. 

Of course, music cannot paint a 
visible picture of a wild rose, or of 
an Easter lily, but it really does 
more than paint the actual flower, 
for it makes you know and feel its 
meaning and message. Music can 
turn itself into the spirit of an 
Easter lily, and as that white lily 
symbolizes purity and beauty, so 
can music from the soul of a poetic 
composer become the actual purity 
and beauty of the lily itself. 

Those of you who love music, 
and want to understand it better 
(which means loving it still more), 
listen to MacDowell’s “‘To a Wild 
Rose,’”’ or Debussy’s “The Girl 
with the Flaxen Hair,” or to 
Mendelssohn’s “‘Spring Song,”’ and 
you will surely find that music can 
tell the complete truth and tell it 
with tones alone. 

Spring is here; April is opening 
the earth to let the flowers escape; 
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America’s Leading Authorities Endorse 


The Kindergarten Children’s Hour 


Edited by LUCY WHEELOCK 
Head of The Wheelock School for Kindergartners, Boston 


The Kindergarten Children’s Hour offers a rich li- 
brary of the most carefully selected material to help 
mothers in guiding and instructing their children. 


A New Idea in Helps for Mothers 


In one volume you will find 135 matchless stories especially 
adapted for very little children and such stories are the 
hardest of all stories to find. Another volume is crammed full 
of just the right suggestions for games and occupations to 
answer adequately the cry of ‘‘What can we do now, mother?”’ 
A third volume tells you how to explain, in a way intensely in- 
teresting to your children, the everyday things of life that every 
child wants to know. Still another volume contains wonder- 
fully inspiring and helpful advice by one of the world’s leading 
experts upon child training, telling how best to handle children 
of every temperament on all occasions. And lastly a volume 
of 155 songs that children love, together with singing games. 

This gives you but a faint idea of the wealth of material in 
these five volumes. 

Simply fill out and mail the coupon below. The postman brings the 


five volumes to your door. We want you to inspect these books for a 
week at your leisure, free. 


Send No Money—Send The Coupon NOW! 
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HOUGHTON MIFFLIN COMPANY, Private Library Dept. 


Easter is here to herald the Risen pera Pantone: ale wa 


Lord! There is no higher beauty, 
visible or spiritual, for music to 
translate than this month offers, 
and “Easter Joy in song and 
symphony” is my wish for each of 
the thousands of children who read 
these pages. - 


Please send me the five volumes of The Kindergarten Children's Hour. If they are not just 
what I want, I will return the books within seven days after receiving them, without obligation, 
or, if satisfactory, I will pay $1 within seven days after receipt of the books and $2 a month there- 
after for seven months, or $14.25 within seven days after receipt of the books, in full payment. 
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Jé) SLATER 


SPONSOR 
A PRACTICAL NOVELTY 


Birthday Album 





Incombinations of tan and brown 
white andred ortan andwhite 
from $5 30 


DELIGHTFUL LISLE SOCKS 
MODERATELY PRICED 


Acomplete catalogue sent upon request 


415 Fifth Avenue 


1SEast5 An Street 
NEW YORK 


i OpringLakeNJ. Southampton. 


A New Game! 


Now you can grow an army! 


A living, easy-to-train army 
* that you will be proud to 


salute as it stands smartly at 
a. attention. 


Living trees for soldiers 


ICK the handsomest and sturdiest of 

your evergreens to be Commander-in- 
chief of your tree army, and range the 
others according to the rank you think 
best suits them. 
Plant live trees with all their roots and see 
them grow! These Norway Spruce trans- 
plants have already gone through four 
years of growth and make a big showing. 
Full instructions come with each ship- 


ment. It is easy to make these fine trees BIRTHDAY ALBUM 


grow up into very big ones. To make the CHILD LIFE Birthday Album, trace the 


5 —_——_—— — illustration given each month in an attractive scrapbook and 
S ecial O er / LIVING copy the verses for the month beneath the picture. On the 
Pp / TREE 


reverse side of the page—or on the following page—paste snap- 























APRIL 


The child who came in April 
Should wear a diamond bright, 

And take for flower, a daisy 
With petals snowy white. 

If red and yellow he will choose 

Good fortune he shall never lose. 




























/ GUILD,Dept.34 shots of the members of your family and friends who were born 

303 Fifth Ave. during that month and have them write their names and the 

7 New York, N. Y. dates of their birthdays. On the cover of your album, draw 

7 Please send me at the three stars somewhat smaller than the one in the illustration. 

a —_ Ne for ——— In two of these paste photographs of your father and mother; 
/ pena ceca Breer in the third, paste a picture of yourself. If you prefer, you 

for a 11 7 GUARANTEED! If $3.05 may buy several gilt stars the proper size at a paper novelty 
is not enclosed herewith you or stationery store, and either paste your photographs on 

may send C.O.D. (Please these, or cut out the center of the stars, tracing around a coin to 


7 add 20c for mailing.) make your circle perfectly round, and paste the stars over your 


Guaranteed! 7 Name pictures, so that the edges will form frames. At the end of the 
The Living Tree Guild will re- year, you will have a horoscope for each month, and your 
place any trees that fail to DF ara cs Paine seh os album will be complete. 
live without cost to you. . 

UN chabnanascccumeaune ee 


¢ ( )Check here if you want Two Dozen for $7.50. 
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Conducted by LOUISE S. HUBBARD 


HE way to tell a really truly gardener is to 
| watch and see how excited he gets when he 
sees a new Seed Catalogue. There isn’t any- 
thing like the early spring thrill that is on every 
single page, and the hardest thing in the world 
is to resist buying every seed offered. Of course, 
one must think a little about how big a garden one 
can have, and one must not buy too many kinds, 
but just the same, I always buy at least one package 
of seeds of some flower that is new to me, just 
because the picture looks 
so grand, and because the 
description is so irresistable. 
Flowers, however, are like 
dessert after dinner—there 
are some that we grow to 
like better than others; and 
the longer we garden, the 
more we find out that some 
flowers are easier to grow 
than others, and those 
flowers should be the back- 
bone of our list when we 
are deciding what to buy. 
One of the flowers that 
can be counted on to give 
us the most bloom for the 
longest time, and is also the 
easiest to grow, is the nas- 
turtium. And what do you 
suppose its name means? 
Twisted nose—and not be- 
cause the flower has a long, 
pointed and slightly bent 
nose of its own, but because 
the smell of the crushed 
leaves is supposed to twist 
your nose. Isn’t that 
amusing? 

I always buy the seeds of 
the climbing nasturtiums 
rather than the dwarf, because I like the longer 
stems of both leaves and flowers, and because I love 
to pick the long ends of the vines and put them in 
water and watch them grow their darling little fairy 
leaves. Nasturtium seeds are large, and this makes 
them very easy to plant, as you can plant them one 





by one and get each seed in exactly the spot where 
you want the plant to grow. After you have dug 
and raked your garden and broken up the earth so 
that it is fine and even, and there are no lumps, you 
can open up a long, shallow trench or ditch, and in 
it plant your seeds, putting each seed about four 
inches from its neighbor, so that each seed will have 
a chance to grow into a fine, sturdy plant. Or you 
can make a hole with a pointed stick and drop one 
seed in each hole. If you make holes, you must 
be careful not to make them 
too deep, because the little 
plant isn’t strong enough to 
come up through too much 
heavy ground. Three to 
four inches is about the 
right depth to plant nas- 
turtium seeds in ordinary 
garden soil. 

Just like every other 
plant that grows, nastur- 
tiums like to have plenty 
of room to grow in, and they 
don’t like weeds crowding 
and pushing them, and tak- 
ing all the sun and rain that 
the plant wants for itself. 
So, if you really want a 
garden, you must weed it. 
As the garden must be 
weeded, and it is sometimes 
hard to tell the weeds from 
the plants, it is wise to plant 
the seeds in very straight 
rows; then when they come 
up you can easily see which 
are the plants, because they 
will be growing in the very 
same straight rows the seeds 
were planted in, and all the 
plants that are not growing 
in a straight row must be weeds, and therefore must 
be pulled up. 

Another flower that is delightfully easy to grow 
is the candytuft. We mostly grow the white, but 
the lavender and pink are charming, and it’s nice 
to plant all three. Candytuft seeds are small, and 
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Breaking Through! 


LU Jeptitge Winter! Spring is Breaking through. 
Outdoor days are coming again—pleasant days of sunny 
warmth. 


Joyous “JOY-BALL” Days 


That Great Big Beautiful Ball of Many Colors will soon be seen 
everywhere—on lawn and meadow, on public playgrounds, by lake 
and sea, and wherever the ‘‘Joy-Ball’’ is, there also will be found the 
happiest children in the land. 

For the ‘‘Joy-Ball’’ embodies the very spirit of youth and happiness— 
in its giant size, its bounding life, its gay colors. 

It is the wonder-plaything of the age. 


Ask mother or dad to get you a ‘‘Joy-Ball’’ now. If not obtainable 
at any store in your city, will be sent direct and postage paid on re- 
ceipt of the coupon and $1.25 (cash, check or money order.) 

Each “‘Joy-Ball’’ comes in an attractive colored box, complete with 
rubberized (waterproof) case, bladder and lace. 


Caution: Beware of imitations—there is only one ‘‘Joy-Ball.’’ Look 
for the name on the box. 






















































































Playing 
“Take Away” 


One of the splendid 
special ‘‘Joy-Ball’’ 
games, directions for 
playing which are in- 
cluded with every 
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ball. — 












THE VICTOR NOVELTY MFG. COMPANY 


Creators of the ‘‘Joy-Ball’’ 
13109 Athens Avenue 








CLEVELAND, OHIO 


T the Victor Novelty Mfg. Co. 
| Cleveland, Ohio 


Please send one ‘‘Joy-Ball,”” postage paid, for which I enclose $1.25. 
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OUR POSY PATCH 


when you sow them, you must be 
careful to have the ground in which 
you are planting them very finely 
broken up; and you must sow the 
seed very thinly, that is, you must 
plant just a tiny little bit of seed 
in one spot, with the seeds never 
touching each other. That’s hard 
to do, but with a little bit of patience 
you can. When it seems too hard 
to sow thinly enough any other 
way, I take an orange-wood stick, 
and pick up a few seeds on the 
blunt end, then scatter them in the 
row. When the seeds are sown, 
cover them with just enough earth 
so that they cannot be seen, then 
pat the rows down very’ firmly 
either with a board or with your 
hand. 

Then I would choose Calliopsis, 
charming, daisy-shaped flowers of 
yellow and brown. Their seeds 
should be sown like candytuft. 
And balsams! How I love balsam 
with its many colors, and its 
stripes and polka dots. Those 
seeds are large, though not so 
long as nasturtium seeds, and they 
should be planted one by one in 
the row. 

And poppies! They are so beau- 
tiful and so easy to grow. The 
secret of having good poppies is to 
plant the seed early in the spring, 
before the ground dries up from 
the winter rains; and if you are 
planting them in a garden that has 
been used before, all you need do 
to the soil is to loosen it a little 
with a rake, and then scatter the 
dust-like seeds on the surface. 

Dear me, dear me! I want all 
the flowers in the catalogue, and 
I don’t know where to stop, but 
stop I must, and leave the rest for 
you to choose. 


We 


APPLE BLOSSOMS 


HELEN WING 


HE apple blossoms grow so high 
Upon the branches of our tree, 
I can’t reach up to smell them; so 
They send their perfume down 








Clean-Up Time 
The members of the Brocton Good 
Citizens’ League were waiting for 
Miriam and Bill before they could 
begin their meeting. Miriam and 
Bill were practically never late, and 
when they finally did come, every- 
body pounced on them at 
once with questions. 
“What’s the matter?”’ 
they asked. ‘‘ We've been 
waiting perfect ages.” 
“Why, everything’s the 
matter!’’ Miriam’s hair 
was blowing wildly about 
her face, but her eyes were 


Good Citizens’ League 


MOTTO: Responsibility. 


I live in one of the best countries in the world and wish to do all I can to 
maxe it better. 


PLEDGE: Every day I will do at least one thing to show that I am a good citizen. 


old Mother Nature make our little 
corner of the world more beautiful in 
honor of the spring.” 

So it was to welcome the spring 
that the members of the league 
turned in and helped their mothers 
with the tasks of house cleaning, that 


Message from 


WILSON L. GILL 


Inventor of the School Republic and President of the American 


Patriotic League 









followed their examples—and the 
grown folks, too. And no wonder, 
for everywhere they turned they 
saw posters reminding them that 
Brocton needed cleaning up. The 
members of the league had made 
them and had hung them in the 
school corridors, in the 
windows of the downtown 
stores and on the bulletin 
board of the public library. 

When they first began 
the clean-up campaign, 
David said, “Won’t this 
old town be surprised to 


shining. ‘“Can’t you smell 
the spring in the air—it’s 
enough to make anybody 
loiter on the way. I feel 
more like making up po- 
etry about the flowers 
than coming indoors on 
a scrumptious day like 
this.” 

“Spring’s in the air all 
right,” Bill grunted, “but 
I haven’t had any time to 
make up poems about it. 
Springtime at our house 
means house-cleaning time 
and I had to stay a few 
minutes longer and finish 
beating the rugs for 
Mother.” 

“It’s cleaning time for 
the Good Citizens’ League, 
too,” said Miss Bradley, 
the counselor. ‘‘ Mother 


T IS now possible and practicable to get the whole 

people, in their childhood, to train themselves day by 
day, to live in the spirit and practice of the Golden Rule, 
making this the habit and the character of their entire life. 

The practical, successful, well demonstrated method by 
which the people, in their childhood, gladly train them- 
selves to live in the spirit of the Constitution and of the 
Golden Rule, and by the plan in the Constitution of the 
United States, is called the School Republic. 

All pupils in a school are citizens with equal rights. 
The whole school is organized as a republic under the 
Constitution of the United States, with its president, 
congress, supreme court, etc. Each schoolroom is a school 
city, with its mayor, administrative officers, city council 
and court. It may punish offenders when sanctioned by 
the teacher, but that is not its purpose. It is constructive 
of love and kindness. It is friendship in systematic and 
continual operation. It is an inspiration and delight to 
the pupils and their teachers. It is thoroughly and success- 
fully good character building. 

There are many benefits from child citizenship, several 
of which are as follows: Every individua!’s power of 
initiative, judicial skill and executive ability are directly, 
practically and considerably developed. He gets excellent 
practice in the art of developing and expressing thoughts, 
and of teaching such as are necessary in successful sales- 
—- and for best results in most if not all the business 
of life. 





wake up some morning 
and find itself so beauti- 
ful?” 

Well, Brocton wasn’t 
exactly surprised—every- 
body had been working 
too busily for that—but 
it certainly was much 
more beautiful after it 
had cleaned up in honor 
of the spring. 


League Membership 


Any boy or girl who is 
a reader of CHILD LIFE 
may become a member of 
the league and, upon appli- 
cation, giving his name, 
age, and address, will 
receive a membership pin. 
We shall be glad to help 
you start a branch league 
among your friends or 


Nature welcomes the spring by laying 
a new grass carpet on the ground and 
asking the flowers to bloom and the 
fruit trees to put on their new dresses. 
That is one reason why your mothers 
clean house and that is why we Good 
Citizens are having Clean-up Month; 
we are trying to do our part to help 


they raked their yards and spaded 
flower beds and burned unsightly 
rubbish, that they cleaned up vacant 
lots and alleys and worked in the 
school garden and brought spring 
flowers from the gardens to make 
their classroom look more beautiful. 

The other boys and girls soon 
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among the pupils in your room at 
school and shall mail pins for the 
boys and girls whose names, ages and 
addresses you send us. 

Address all inquiries to Frances 
Cavanah, Manager, Good Citizens’ 
League, 536 S. Clark St., Chicago, 
Illinois. a: 

(Continued on page 256) 
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BOOKS 


TO READ 


IN THE 


SPRING 


A New Kind of Story Book for 8-10’s 


BOYS AND GIRLS OF HISTORY 


By Eileen and Rhoda Power, $2.50 


Stories from Saxon England to Queen Victoria; adventures 
with boys and girls of all classes, giving a background of the 
detail of daily life through the course of English history, on 
land and sea. 








Unusual Fairy Tales for 6-10’s 


THE DREAM COACH 


By Anne and Dillwyn Parrish, $1.75 


A new edition of a beautiful story-book written by a famous 
novelist and her brother. These are the dreams brought to 
children in Norway, France and China. The pictures made by 
the authors are most delightful. 





Fun for All the Family 
GAMES FOR EVERY DAY 
By Elliott and Forbush, $1.75 


The best of the old games and many new ones; for out-of- 
doors, days rainy, hot, snowy; days out in the woods, in the 
water, and travelling. A new title in the Children’s Classics. 





Using your eyes out-of-doors, at 8-10 


FIRST LESSONS IN NATURE STUDY 


By Edith Patch, $1.50 


Written by one who feels the beauty of pond and meadow, 
who knows the subject as a distinguished scientist, and who 
imbues children with her own interest in a simple straight- 
forward way. 


ALL FULLY ILLUSTRATED 


SK for these at your 
nearest book shop. 
Check other new titles 
in our own fully illus- 
trated catalog. 


THE MACMILLAN CO. 
New York Boston Chicago 
Dallas Atlanta 
San Francisco 
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WHEN TWO ARE 
PLAYING 


MYRTLE JAMISON TRACHEL 


S IT hard to think of games to 

play when there are only two 
of you playing together? If so, 
gather a handful of clean pebbles 
and try these games. They may 
be played indoors or out. 

With a piece of chalk draw a 
circle on the walk or on the nursery 
floor. A circle about one foot 
across, or as wide as the distance 
from your elbow to your finger tips, 
would be large enough to start with. 
The first player takes a handful of 
pebbles, ten or twelve if they are 
small, and drops them lightly into 
the circle. He then draws his 
finger between two of them and 
tries to snap one against the other. 
If he is successful he takes up the 
two stones and, drawing his finger 
between two other stones, he tries 
to make them hit each other. When 
he misses, the other player takes up 
the pebbles that are left and drops 
them into the circle. Then he 
snaps them against each other until 
he misses. They take turns until 
all the pebbles are gathered up and 
the boy having the greatest num- 
ber is the winner. The game starts 
again with all the pebbles, the one 
playing first who started last in the 
first game. 

When you have played this game 
for a time, place your sand bucket 
or a small basket about as far away 
from you as you can reach when 
lying on the walk with your arms 
above your head. Take twelve 
pebbles apiece and, in turn, try to 
toss all twelve of them into the 
bucket. Write down the number 
that goes in every time you try 
it. The one who first gets a score 
of fifty wins the game. Play again 
with the bucket moved farther 
away. 

In your sand pile you can make 
a golf course and play golf very 
much as Daddy plays it, although 
your course will be round. In the 
middle of the sand pile dig a small 
(Continued on page 244) 











~ eee ae 
y te 
cS ae 4 ! 

m Our 


yig 





rey LIE) resis 


\ 


By A. NEELY HALL 


Author of “The Boy Craftsman,” “* Home-Made Toys for Girls and Boys,” 
“* Home-Made Games and Game Equipment,” etc. 


EASTER RABBIT 
A RABBIT 


r | ‘NHE book-ends were an idea of my Ruth, age 
eight, and the illustrations were made from 
the pair which she made herself, with now 

and then a helping hand from Daddy, because, of 
course, most girls are not naturally handy with 
tools. The book-ends are just the thing for Mother, 
or for your own room, and I know that you will 
find it easy to make a pair just as good as Ruth’s, 
when I tell you how to go about the work. 

The rabbits were sawed out of wood with one of 
those small saws that they call a “coping saw.” 
Probably you have one. If not, you can buy one 
for as little as ten cents, and a very good one for 
seventy-five cents. The saw blade is narrow, and 
because it is narrow it can be turned this way and 
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BOOK-ENDS AND 
DOORSTOP 


that, following curved lines as well as straight. 
Cutting with a coping saw is easy, and after a little 
practice you will be able to keep to a line with 
expertness. Until you can saw to a line, it is better 
to keep a little outside of the line, than to run the 
chance of cutting inside. After you have sawed 
the piece, you can finish up the edges to the line 
with a file, the kind they call a “‘wood rasp,” then 
smooth them with sandpaper. 

Ruth took transparent paper and made a tracing 
of a rabbit painted upon a nursery screen Daddy 
had made for her. The rabbit happened to be of 
exactly the right size. Then with typewriter carbon 
paper she transferred the tracing to two pieces of 
wood. I have shown an outline of the rabbit in 

(Continued on page 255) 
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Glowing With Happiness 
Pictures of Health! 


Zi= M ERREMAKE Reuss 


REG. U. 8. PAT. OFF. 
Combines theThree Greatest Health- 
Building Plays of Childhood 


Slide 


Teeter- 
Totter 


Patented 
Fully protected by Patents . 


granted July 7, 1925 and <a F R d 
other patents pending. oun 


O STRANGERS turn for a second glance at your children? 

Kiddies who are pictures of health attract attention. 

Nature’s way of developing health and keen minds is through 
constructive, activity play. 


Get your children outdoors on the Merremaker Complete Home Play- 
ground. Vigorous play brings sparkling health—it is absolutely necessary 
for the physical development, vigor, and mental alertness of growing 
children. They change it from one play to another themselves. It 
keeps them in the home yard, safe from dangerous street traffic. The 
Merremaker is used by children from 2 to 16 years of age. Built strong 
to last and look well for years, finished in bright red enamel with 
weather-proof spar varnish. Rubber feet for indoor use. Our low price 
will surprise you. For your children’s sake mail the coupon today! 


. . | 
eet! A otter Ca) Sa aca Ee yA, 


® 1 C.L.A-27 





; 261 Cecil St. 
Merremaker Site Minneapolis 
Corporation N Minnesota 
As A Merry-Go-Round Please send me full illustrated information about 


the Merremaker Complete Home Playground, and 
your special low price. 





ID YOU ever know that ants have cows? Of course, 


we call them aphids and they furnish the honeydew 
which the busy ants like every bit as much as boys and girls like milk. 
You will be sure to enjoy ‘“‘Anntee and Queen Ann”’ in this issue of 
CHILD LIFE. It is a delightful story written by a famous authority 
on.nature study—Anna Botsford Comstock—and tells you, how with 
their jaws the ants dig the underground tunnels and cell rooms of their 
homes, how they use their tongues for wash rags and many other 
fascinating things as well. 


Then ‘‘The Adventures of Andy” by that well-known children’s 
writer, Margery Williams Bianco—well, Andy has one exciting adven- 
ture after another this month. She even goes to sleep holding a hotel 
in her arms, and that’s only one of the funny things you are going to 
laugh about. In fact, we believe you'll store up enough chuckles to last 
you until the third installment of ‘“‘Andy'’ comes out in the May issue 
of CHILD LIFE. 
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WHEN TWO ARE 
PLAYING 


(Coninued from page 242) 


hole and, with a stick, draw a circle 
around it, making the circle as large 
as possible. Divide the circle into 
twelve parts like the face of a clock, 
and mark the divisions with little 
sticks. Draw lines from the hole 
in the center to these sticks and 
number each section marked off 
with a “I,” “2”, and so on. 

Find a pebble that is nearly 
round to use for a golf ball, or use 
a marble. Perhaps Father may 
have an old golf ball he no longer 
wants. Your sand shovel or a flat 
piece of wood will answer for a 
club. Place your ball on the circle 
at number one and try to knock 
it into the hole. The second player 
does the same, and each one writes 
down the number of strokes it 
took to get his ball into the hole. 
Then you place the balls on the 
section of the circle marked number 
two, and again knock it into the 
hole. You continue around the 
circle in this way, the players tak- 
ing turn about. The player mak- 
ing the hole from all twelve parts 
of the circle in the fewest strokes 
wins the match. 

You may play circle golf on the 


lawn. And by drawing a small 


circle in the middle instead of the 
hole, the game may be marked out 
on the nursery floor. If a circle is 
used the hole is won when the ball 
rolls into or across the circle. When 
you have become expert at putting 
the ball or the pebble into the hole, 
you may enlarge your circle and 
soon you will be a regular golfer. 


Uy 


IVS 


DON’T CRY, APRIL! 


By ELEANOR HAMMOND 


LEASE stop crying, April 
dear! 
Don’t you see that Spring is here? 
Don’t you know that every tree 
Has a brand new dress—like me? 
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HEE-ee-ee”’ cried Add-A-Pearl. 

. What fun it is to slide down 

Merremaker!’’ ‘I’m going to 
stay with you children,’’ chuckled 
Fels-Naptha. ‘‘When you finish 
playing Mother will need my help.”’ 
Dromedary nodded wisely. Little 
Miss Postum in an Altman frock 
and Pediforme shoes told Rastus 
Cream of Wheat to start to serve. 
“‘Wait!"’ cried Bobby as he raced 





follow these rules: 


25th. 


tisers. 
will receive prizes of Surprise Packages. 


CHILD LIFE 


More Adventures in this New Story 
Telling Advertising Contest 


If you want to enter this Advertising Story Telling Contest you may 


Finish the story started above or write one of your own and in it mention as char- 
acters, or objects or places, all of the products advertised in this issue of Child Life. 
Your story must not exceed 800 words and must be in Chicago not later than April 
Ask Mother or Daddy to help you—they will have just as good a time as you 
do writing all about the adventures the children have visiting the Child Life Adver- 
Everyone who sends in an answer will receive a prize and the 25 best stories 






up on his Samson Kar. ‘‘We must 
not delay—pack up everything, for 
we're going to visit all the adver- 
tisers in CHILD LIFE.”’ 

“‘May I come too?”’ asked little 
Flexie as he trudged along in his 
Simplex Shoes. ‘Why, of course,”’ 
said Baby Jantzen, ‘‘I'm going along 
and we're going way out to—”’ but 
nobody heard what Baby said for 
everyone wanted to get started. 
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Roller Skates 
RUBBER TIRES 


AN AUTO 


Healthful Exercise Out of 
Doors Makes Rosy Cheeks 
and Sturdy Bodies 


Heaps of fun for boys and girls who own “CHICAGO” 
Rubber Tire Roller Skates. They build sturdy 
bodies, robust health and rosy cheeks. 

Now they can skate to school—skate on errands 
—-spin along swiftly and silently because they “Roll 
on Rubber.”’ No noisy grind, no tired feeling, be- 
cause “CHICAGOS” are shock-absorbing and the 
Ball Bearings make them run so easily. Rubber 
tires prevent slipping, and make “CHICAGOS” so 
quiet that mother will welcome the change! 

All boys and girls prefer “CHICAGOS” and mother 
too. They are safe—siient and will last twice as 
long. Look for the Guarantee Tag. 


At your Hardware or Sporting Goods Dealer 
or shipped direct upon receipt of $4.00 


CHICAGO ROLLER SKATE COMPANY 


4455 West Lake Street Chicago, U.S. A. 
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Roller Skates 
for 
Every Purpose 


Sidewalk Skates 
with Rubber Tire 
or Steel Wheels also 
Rink and Racing 
Skates with shoe at- 
tached. Have your 
own‘‘CHICAGOS” 
for real skating 
joy. 








| Solve Your Camp Problem 
By Filling Out the Coupons 


HE CHILD LIFE Bureau of Education has on file 
complete data on all of the best camps and schools 
Miss Dora L. Van Alstine, who is 
now Director of the CHILD LIFE Bureau of Education 
is familiar, through personal contact, with the majority 
of the schools and camps whose literature we have on file 


in the United States 


for your reference. 


The CHILD LIFE BUREAU OF EDUCATION has 
been established as a service to our subscribers, and we 
want you to use its facilities to solve your school and 


camp problems. 


Why not mail the coupon below today and let us show 
you how well CHILD LIFE can serve you? 
E. EVALYN GRUMBINE 
Advertising Manager, CHILD LIFE 


Miss Dora L. Van Alstine, Director 
CHILD LIFE BUREAU OF EDUCATION 
277 Madison Ave., New York, N. Y 


I am interested in selecting a camp suitable for a boy [J agirl [J age 
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PLAYING WITH 
NUMBERS 


By MAUD MORRISON HUEY 


OGER is slow with numbers. 

I’ve tried every sort of an 
exercise that I can think of.” 
Ruth had just come over to visit 
Clara and had brought her little 
brother to play with the twins. 

Clara was busy pasting numbers 
upon pieces of pasteboard. A big 
stack of them lay upon the table 
before her. Ruth picked up a 
handful and looked at them curi- 
ously. “Is it a game?” she asked. 

“Yes, we’re going to call it a 
game,” Clara said laughing. ‘Any 
sort of work is fun, you know, if 
you only make play of it. I’ve 
pasted the last one now; we’ll get 
the children around the table and 
I’ll try to teach them how it goes.” 

She turned the numbers all down 
before her. In the center of the 
table was a whole stack of signs— 
plus and minus and times and 
divided-by. 

The twins’ eyes were shining, for 
Clara had explained a little about 
it to them before. But Roger 
looked doubtful, as though he was 
afraid it wasn’t going to be a very 
pleasant game. However, he re- 
luctantly took the chair Clara 
gave him. 

“Now, everybody draw out ten 
numbers, and hold them all up in 
your hand just as though you were 
playing ‘Authors.’ You may take 


ahand, Ruth. I’mgoingto. This 
is a game for big sisters, too. I'll 
put out the first sum. See!’’ She 


put down a figure 3, then picked a 
< sign from the center of the table. 
She put down another 3. “3x3,” 
the line read. 

“Now, Bennie, you are next; it 
is your play. The answer to that 
is 9, everybody knows. You see, 
we shall all make easy ones till 
everyone learns how. Now, if 
Bennie has a 9 he can put it down. 
That makes a correct sum and he 
can draw the numbers in, and in 
that case he draws three new cards 
from the pile. If he hasn’t a 9 he 
passes and Roger is next.” 

Bennie did not have a 9, and 
neither did Roger, but Bessie did, 
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and she drew the numbers in 
proudly. 

“The one who takes a problem 
makes the next one,’ Clara ex- 
plained. So Bessie made this one: 
“7+4.”" Ruth could not take it, 
and neither could Clara, but Bennie 
had an 11 and put it down eagerly. 

“If anyone makes a mistake 
with his answer, the one who sees 
it and calls out before he has drawn 
the numbers in takes them instead. 
The one who gets the most numbers 
wins the game.” 

Bennie made the problem: ‘‘10— 
2,’ and Roger said 8 right out loud 
before he could think. He had an 
8 too, and with the little pile of 
numbers before him he began to 
think it wasn’t such a slow game 
after all. He put down “6+2,” 
and Bessie had a 3. 

The game was progressing won- 
derfully. Sometimes the winners 
forgot to draw, and Clara had to 
remind them. It wasn’t long, 
though, till they were playing 
smoothly. Roger seemed to be 
getting more than anybody. How 
his eyes shone! He got so excited 
that he stood right up to play. 
The very last problem was his, 
and anyone could see at a glance 
that he had won the game. 

“Why, Roger!’’ Ruth said. “I 
thought you were dull at numbers. 
I’m surprised.” 

“Well, I am surprised myself,” 
Roger said guiltily. “‘I thought I 
wasn’t going to like it at all but I 
do. It’s the nicest game I ever 
played.”’ 


aa 
GRANDMA’S GARDEN 


By FAITH BALDWIN 


M* grandma’s garden, in the 
Spring, 

Is colored like a fairy ring; 

Along the paths fat tulips grow, 

Like pink balloons set in a row; 
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ROWING little feet bounding along 
G the pathway to Tomorrow! .. . 
tender bones taking shape! . . . muscles 
strengthening to bear their natural bur- 
dens ... How careful you must be to 
give your children properly fitting and 
constructed shoes. 





And so easy ... the proverbial “ounce 
of prevention” that does away with the 
possibility of painful foot ailments in 
after-life is at your command in Little 
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Along the Care-free Path 
)}To Happy Tomorrows 


you'll find the footprints of . . 





"Little Gripper 


PLAYBOY 


Gripper Playboys for infants, misses and 
growing children. 


These handsome, long wearing little 
shoes are made by men who understand 
the anatomy of the child’s foot as well 
as the art of making fine shoes. At no 
greater cost, at no sacrifice of smart 
appearance, your children may now have 
the FLEXIBLE SOLE, NATURE’S LAST AND 
FULL TOEROOM which permit their feet 
to develop as nature intended. 


SEE LITTLE GRIPPER PLAYBOYS 
wherever Ground Grippers are sold 


LITTLE GRIPPER 


A GROUND GRIPPER SHOE 
Let them play to their feet’s content! 


Lots of Fun for 
the Children | 


Send today for the 
attractive book 
“Mother Goose for 
Little Grippers‘‘ con- io 
taining merry jingles 
and wonderful pic- 
tures to be colored 
by paints or crayons. 
Free upon receipt of 
the coupon. 










\ | Name 


86 Linden Park Street, Boston, Mass. 


( mT \ | Please send your book, ‘‘Mother Goose for Little Grippers”’ to 


l PN as cigs bicactscanastnastaiattanaanindananaaiabin f 


Niels chscalnsa duadscndcrcuunensnaneinaacuemmensdnapeebeauidacinaucssiasianiad acta ; 


- YOU were to walk down the streets of a Japanese town on 
the fifth of the fifth month you could tell at once how many 


boys lived in each of the houses that you passed. Floating from a bamboo pole 
at almost every home, you would see queer, colorful fishes of many shapes and 
sizes—one fish for every boy. This is the day of the Boys’ Festival, a holi- 
day which the boys of Japan celebrate in a very unusual way. Frederick Starr, 
the famous anthropologist who wrote such interesting stories for CHILD LIFE 


And daffodils make sunshine where 
Tall lilacs dry their purple hair. 


Oh, I can never tell you how 

My grandma’s flowers nod and bow; 

And violets hide in the shade, 

As shy as mice and as afraid, 

And Easter flower-bonnets gay 

Have brand-new trimmings every 
day! 


readers about the Doll Festival and Japanese toys, now has written the fasci- 
nating story about the Boys’ Festival, which will appear in the May issue of 
CHILD LIFE. 


Next month brings May Day, too. In a delightful story by Henry Purmort 
Eames, the well known authority on music whose Music Land articles CHILD 
LIFE readers love, will tell you next month about the beginnings of May Day 
festivals and pageants and of how the great musicians have written some of 
their most beautiful songs and compositions in honor of the spring. 
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Make the Kiddies Happy with a 


Teter-Rabbit 


HILDREN— Teter-Rabbit, your old friend Peter Rabbit’s 
brother, wants to play with you. 
and out-of-doors on sunshiny summer days, you can have more 
fun riding Teter-Rabbit than you’ve ever known before with any 


Indoors on winter days, 


“The Action Toy of Lasting Joy” 


ARENTS—the kiddies not only have the most 
fun with Teter-Rabbit, but he gives them the 
very best kind of physical exercise—deep- 


breathing, muscle-building exercise. 
And he will last for years after other 
and temporary play-things are gone. 
Make them happy—and healthier 
with this wonderful, beautiful toy. 


SMALL SIZE, 24 inches 
long, 9-inch uprights, 
for 18 months to 3 years, 
retails for 


$295 


LARGE SIZE, 33 inches 
long, 12-inch uprights, 
for 3 to 7 years, retails 


a for 
$°395 


If you do not find Teter-Rabbit at your toy store, we will be glad to send him, C. O. D., if 
you will send us this coupon, 


TETER-RABBIT COMPANY 


DETROIT, MICH, 
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CHILD LIFE SUBSCRIPTION CLUB 
536 South Clark St., Chicago, Illinois. 
Nan McCulloch, Secretary. 


Make Your Bank Account Grow 


THERS are Child Life’s most successful partners, 
their a age being so valuable that we pay them 
or their efforts. 


Even though you have only a few leisure hours a 
week, we should like to tell you about our plan, so 


that you, too, can increase your bank account. 


Please tell me about your plans for increasing my bank account in leisure hours. 
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WORK TO DO 
MARY EARLE HARDY 
Y, I think I heard a rain- 
drop!”’ 
Said an acorn half awake. 
“Time that I was up and doing 
For I: have an oak to make.” 


HONEST MR. ROBIN 


ELEANOR HAMMOND 


OBIN rents a tree-top house; 
Pays his rent by working, 
too! 
See, he’s eating insects there 
So there will be fruit for you! 


Ue 
RAINY DAYS 


HELEN WING 
HEN all outdoors is full of 
rain 
And thunder rumbles through 
the sky, 


I journey to a far-off land 
Where everything is warm and 
dry. 
I turn the handle of a door 
And find a road that’s narrow 
and steep; 
It leads me up the attic stairs 
Where all my playthings are 
asleep. 


At first the way seems very dark; 
The house is very still below, 
With heavy raindrops on the roof 

And creaking footsteps where I go. 


I tiptoe to a little room 
That has a dusty windowpane, 
Where I can look down far below 
And seen our garden in the rain. 


The purple lilacs bend their heads, 
The rain makes puddles every- 
where, 
And in the yard, a willow tree 
Is shaking out its tangled hair. 


I watch the neighbors going by 
With wet umbrellas, and it’s 
queer 
That I can see just what they do 
And they don’t know that I am 
here. 


Then all at once the lightning 
cracks, 
And so I run downstairs to see 
If while I’ve been away so long 
My mother has been wanting me. 
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THE ADVENTURES OF ANDY 


(Continued from page 214) 


and blew it into the air. It drifted to the right, so 
that road Andy followed. 

Presently this in its turn joined a slightly wider 
path, and Andy was puzzled again. She thought, 
“Oh, dear, why do they have so many roads, when 
one would be plenty? No one ever wants to walk 
on more than one road at a time, especially in the 
woods.” 

She sat down under the shade of a tall huckle- 
berry bush to rest. As she was sitting there she 
heard near-by a sound of voices, and looking up 
saw a horse and wagon coming along the path. 
The horse was a fine dapple-grey, with a mane and 
tail of rabbit fur; his harness was shiny and fastened 
with brass nails, and in the wagon, which was 
painted a bright red, were seated a rag doll, a wooden 
soldier, and a pink china cat with three legs. 

It was clear that the three who rode in the wagon 
were arguing about something. The rag doll was 
saying, “I tell you it is!’’ and the china cat, “I tell 
you it isn’t!’’, while the soldier looked from one to 
the other and kept opening his mouth only to shut 
it again. The horse, who was doing all the work, 
dragging the wagon along the sandy path, took no 
part in this discussion; he merely looked bored, and 
when he came to where Andy was sitting planted 
his four feet stock-still, stretched out his neck and 
yawned widely. 

‘We'll ask the young lady,” said the china cat, 
and he stuck his head over the side of the wagon 
and said, 

‘Perhaps you can tell us if this is Africa yet?”’ 

‘* Africa!’ exclaimed Andy, thoroughly startled. 
‘““My gracious, I should hope not!”’ 

““There!’’ said the china cat. ‘“‘You see!” 

“Then if it isn’t Africa,” maintained the rag doll 
obstinately, ‘“‘why is there all this sand? Tell me 
that!”’ 

‘You can’t help sand,” the china cat explained. 
“It gets everywhere. I tell you, Africa is much 
farther on.”’ 

‘““Nonsense!’’ snapped the rag doll. ‘‘Sand’s 
sand. You can’t get away from that.” 

‘“‘Isn’t she stubborn?” cried the china cat, appeal- 
ing to Andy. “I tell you she’s been like this the 
whole time, ever since we started. She knows per- 
fectly well Africa isn’t this color; it’s pink. I even 
showed it to her in the map book. She’s seen for 
herself. And now she pretends I’m just telling fibs 
about it.” : 

‘““You showed me where we were, and you showed 
me where Africa was,” the rag doll interrupted, 
“and it wasn’t any distance at all, and now you 
say it’s a long way! I tell you one thing—it had 
better be Africa pretty quick, or else I, for one, 
won’t go another step!” 

‘“‘And that’s the first sensible word I’ve heard 
to-day,” put in the spotted horse, immediately 
slipping his head out of the collar and letting the 

(Continued on page 250) 
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P Keep little hands 
cleaner ~sa/er 


Remove germs as well as dirt 
with this hygienic toilet soap 


UST touching books, fondling pets, handling 
toys, money, telephones—and countless 
other things that youngsters and grown-ups, 
too,must do—may leave disease germs on hands. 


Health authorities say hands may carry 
germs of 27 diseases. See list below. 


That's why it’s safer for everyone always to 
use Lifebuoy. Its antiseptic lather removes 
germs as well as dirt. 


Young and old alike find it a joy to use 
Lifebuoy. It keeps complexions clear and 
smooth; makes hair lustrous. And Lifebuoy 
is so refreshing that millions bathe with it every 
day. It gives lasting freedom from body odor. 


Lifebuoy’s clean hygienic scent—which 
quickly evaporates after rinsing—tells you it 
gives greater protection. Get Lifebuoy today. 


Lever Bros. Co., Cambridge, Mass. 


Germ Diseases 
hands maycarry home 


—just from touching things 
Compiled by LIFE EXTENSION INSTITUTE 


Colds Diphtheria Measles *Influenza 
Tonsillitis Searlet Fever Pink Eye Carbuncles 
Mumps Chickenpox Otitis _ Impetigo 
Ringworm Septicemia Ear Infection) (Skin Infection 
Whooping Boils Pharyngitis Social 

Cough Bronchitis Smallpox _ Diseases . 
Erysipelas Typhoid Tuberculosis Cerebro Spinal 
Laryngitis Dysentery Pneumonia Meningitis 


* The way Influenza spreads is unknown 
so take every precaution 


ifebuoy 


or hands. face- bath, 
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Hard to wear out 
Easy to put on 


Be Careful with Baby’s Feet 


ARLY in life is the time to watch the cover- 

ings for baby feet. Don’t let that detail 
escape you and baby won’t suffer. American 
Baby Hose are made solely for infants wear, from 
materials especially adapted for that use. The 
careful mother always 
insists on this brand. 
The hose comes in 30 
different styles. Made 
of cotton, mercerized, 
rayon, wool and silk 
in the latest shades. 
In sizes 3 to 6}. 
Ask your dealer for 
American Baby Hose. 


‘ HARD TO WEAR opt 
EASY To PUT on 


| THE STOCKING 
WIth 
vow 


Se 





a iii aisha) 
Look for This Box 


Booklet sent Free 


Every mother of a child up 
to 4 years old should have 
a copy of this remarkable 
booklet which explains 
such items as how to dress 
the child for changes of 
temperature, choice of 
materials, when to use 
long and short hose, etc. 
Sent free on request. 
Address J. H. Blaetz, 
Mascher St. & Alleghany 
Ave., Philadelphia, Pa. 


AMERICAN 
BABY HOSE 


The stocking with the stretch 


THE JOHN M. GIVEN CO. 
Sole Selling Agent 
377 Broadway, New York 
LOS ANGELES 
Made by J H. Blaetz—Philadelphia 
Retailers ask for name of nearest wholesaler 


CHICAGO PITTSBURG 
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THE ADVENTURES OF ANDY 


(Continued from page 249) 


wagon shafts down with a bang. “It’s been 
nothing but argue—argue—ever since we set out, 
and me having to drag you this way and that 
because you can’t make up your minds which road 
you want to take. Now you can settle it all between 
you, and as soon as you really decide something, 
let me know!” 

And he walked over to the side of the path and 
began eating the huckleberry bushes. 

The china cat climbed out of the wagon, in which 
the rag doll continued to sit, looking sulky, and 
came over to Andy. 

‘She isn’t really so disagreeable, once you know 
her,’ he whispered. ‘‘Poor thing, she’s had a try- 
ing time and it’s made her nervous. Let’s pick 
a flower for her; it might cheer her up.” 





Andy agreed willingly, though privately she 
thought the rag doll was very hateful; they looked 
about, and choosing a morning-glory, which was 
climbing over a dead tree stump near-by, they bore 


it with deference to the rag doll. At sight of this 
blue and purple peace offering she unbent a little. 
The china cat watched her anxiously, and at last 
said with sudden cheerfulness, “‘I’m tired too, 
hearing about Africa; let’s talk of something else.” 

“Where did you come from?” asked Andy, by 
way of beginning the conversation. 

The china cat said, ““Sh—sh!”’ and bending his 
head close he whispered, ‘‘We’ve run away!” 

Andy opened her eyes wide. ‘‘Run away!”’ she 
exclaimed. ‘“‘Gracious! Do you mean eloped?’’ 

“All four of us,’’ said the wooden soldier in a 
solemn voice. “It was her idea.’ He pointed to 
the rag doll. ‘‘She couldn’t stand the way things 
were being run round the house. First that radio 
set, and then the new puppy—just pleasure, pleas- 
ure, and no consideration for us at all. So we made 
up our minds.” 

“We are going to Af—”’ the china cat began, but 
the rag doll stamped her foot. 

“If you say that word again,” she told him, 
“T shall burst into tears!’’ 

‘“‘All right, darling, I won’t. We’re going to— 
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you know where—and we're going to found a colony 
there.” 

““You mean find one,” corrected Andy. 

“It’s the same thing,” the china cat said, ‘‘and 
anyone who likes can join us. You can join us 
now. Can’t she?’’ And he turned to the rag doll. 

“Not unless I elect her,’’ said the rag doll firmly. 

The china cat looked rather crestfallen and Andy 
hastened to say, ‘‘I think I’d better wait till you’ve 
found your colony. I don’t know much about find- 
ing things. If Billy-the-Lantern were here he could 
help you; he’s awfully good at it. He found a 
beautiful hotel for me. It’s over there under that 
bush.”’ 

“My!” said the rag doll, “is that yours?” 

“It certainly is,’ returned Andy proudly, ‘‘and 
if you like I’ll let you hold it.” 

The rag doll became friendly at once; she insisted 
upon Andy relating her adventures and how she 
came to meet Billy-the-Lantern. The ride in the 
airship particularly thrilled her, and when the story 
was finished nothing would do but that Andy should 
join them then and there. 

Andy was not at all anxious; but she was tired 
of trudging over sand and pine needles and the 
chance of riding in the wagon was too good to be 
missed, so she agreed to go part of the way with 
them at least. 

““And now we'll start,” cried the rag doll, who 
seemed to boss everything, “‘and as soon as we find 
a nice place for the colony we’ll stop. Come on! 
Now where’s that horse gone?”’ 

Where, indeed! He was having a perfectly good 
time by himself, in the huckleberry bushes. He had 
already stripped fifteen and was beginning on 
another when the china cat caught sight of him. 

‘“‘He’s eating green huckleberries again, and he 
knows perfectly well he’ll get the most awful—’”’ 

“‘Sh—sh!”’ cried the rag doll, and put her hands 
over her ears. 

‘*____ beating if I catch hold of him!”’ finished 
the cat, and he jumped out of the wagon and 
began limping on his three china legs down the path. 

“*Come back!”’ he called. ‘‘Come back! Didn’t 
you promise us last time you wouldn’t eat any 
more?” 

The horse merely looked at him over one shoulder 
snatched a last branch covered with berries and 
swallowed it whole. 

‘““You mind your business and I’ll mind mine!” 
he said. But he followed the cat back to the 
wagon, pushed his head through the collar again 
and prepared to start, still chewing busily. 


(In CHILD LIFE next month you will find that 
Andy and her queer friends have an adventure with 
a steep precipice. Then something dashes out of 
a cave, something with a noise like an express train, 
and that leads them to Eggie, the queerest new 
friend of all. Andy wants to adopt Eggie, but— 
well, something important prevents that. Then 
comes Andy’s exciting boat trip.) 
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Uncle Jims Personally Conducted 
ey ours to 


_ foreign Lands 
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Children o of 
SPAIN 


And now it’s, “‘Ho for Sunny Spain!” Uncle Jim 
is taking us around the world, you know, showing 
us the children of foreign lands. 


The prow of our big ship cuts the deep blue waters 
of the Atlantic and lands us upon Andalusian 
shores. The outline picture above shows two of 
the little children of Old Seville dancing to tam- 
bourine and castanets. 


Cut out this picture, color it with crayons or water 
colors (“Old Faith- 
ful’ are the best) and 
P aste it in your 

“Uncle Jim’s World 
Tour Album.” If & 
you haven't written 
us for one yet, do 
so today. It’s free 
to you. 













Our Number 598 
contains wax 
crayons, water colors, water dish, 


cardboard cut- 
outs, scissors, No. 7 brush, two grooved wooden 


standards and paper clasps. All for $1.00. 
The “Robin Hood” box at 25¢ and the 
Mill” and the “Circus” boxes at 50c¢ are the same 
quality but smaller. Dozens of other fine crayon 
or water color sets from 10c¢ up. Your dealer 
should carry them; if not, send the money to us 
direct and we will forward them, postage paid. 


“Dutch 


THE AMERIGAN CRAYON COMPANY 


HOME OFFICE 370 HAYES AVENUE 
AND FACTORIES om SANDUSKY OHIO 
NEW YORK DALLAS SAN FRANCISCO 


ALBUM COUPON 


Dear Uncle Jim 
Box 351, 
Sandusky, 


Ohio. 
Send me FREE your World Tour Album. 





Also send me a 598 ‘**Carnival”’ 


Toy Box for 
which I enclose $1.00. 


Street 
I iniscicicmed reves e 
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DEALS AND DULL o 


Designed by CHIQUET. 


YOUR 
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With Patterns 





PRIL is here again with its showers and a new spring outfit 
for Lois. She is wearing a flower-like crépe de Chine frock, 
made with an attractive yoke and tiny bell sleeves. 

For playing she has a simple dress of handkerchief linen. Its 
chief charm is the small Dutch collar and touches of handwork 
on the skirt. 

Even the April robins couldn't be happier than Lois when she 
wears her new silk coat. It has a shirred circular yoke and 
raglan sleeves. The collar and cuffs are of contrasting silk and 
match her hat. 


CHILD LIFE has a shower of patterns for your spring outfit 
too. 


Pattern No. 5569, 5 1, 2, 3, 4, and 5 years. 

Pattern No. 5710, 3 sizes: 1, 2, and § years. 

Pattern No. 5727, 5 2, 3, 4, 5, and 6 years. 

We are always delighted to answer any questions Mother may 
care to ask, if she will send a stamped, self-addressed envelope 
to CHILD LIFE Pattern Department, care Rand McNally & 
Company, 536 S. Clark Street, Chicago. 


All patterns are 20 cents each. 
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HAPPY HARMONIES 


By John Dukes McKee 





FRONT VIEW / 








DIRECTIONS 


OUNT the page on cardboard about the thickness of a post 
card. Make all the pieces. Now run a thread through both 

of the arms of the Leader at spots marked ‘Y,’ and tie them together 
so that there is about half an inch of thread between. Now tie a long 
piece of thread to the center of thisthread. Runa pinor else a knotted 
thread through the holes in the lapels of the Leader’s coat and then 
through the spots marked ‘1’ in his arms. Fasten loosely so that they 
will hang free but will not come off. Run a thread about six inches 
long through the spot marked ‘X’ on the neck of the Duck. Run a 
pin through the black spot on the Duck’s wing and then through 


spot ‘A’ on his neck, and then fasten loosely. (All this will be easier 
if you will follow the small sketch of the back view.) Now fasten a 
thread to spot ‘Z’ on the little Bunny’s neck, leaving about six inches 
of thread, then run a pin through the white spot on his sleeves and then 
through spot ‘B’ and fasten loosely. Bend back the extending backs 
of the collars of the Duck and Bunny. Now fasten or tie the three 
threads to the crossbar at the places marked ‘X, Y, and Z.’ Be sure 
to let the center thread hang down below the toy. Just pull on this 
thread and the singing school will begin its Easter program. 
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Five of Twenty- 
five beautiful 
Tinker-Toys which 
bring happiness to 
Children and more 
leisure to mothers. 


Tinker-Toys are pop- 
ularly priced and can 
be purchased in all 
stores where good 


JACK 


TINKER toys are sold. 


THEY WILL NOT BREAK 
THEIR COLORS LAST 
Beautiful Gift-Card 


inclosed with every 
TINKER-TOY 


ne % « - 


Joy Gialcors -Inc. 


EVANSTON~ILLINOIS 
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ROGER AT THE HELM 


(Continued from page 218) 


The lady had taken off her long cloak and wore 
a brown dress. She was smiling as she held the 
door open. ‘No, nothing’s the matter,” she said. 

“IT thought I’d like to know,” Roger excused him- 
self. “‘Thought something had fallen!” 

““Yes,”’ she replied, with a gesture that took in 
the old four-poster with its round knobs upon each 
post, “‘the baby has taken a fancy to the big balls, 
as he calls them. He’s pretty strong for three 
years old! He stood right up at the back of the bed 
when I was not looking and unscrewed one of the 
heavy tops. That’s what fell!’ 

Surprise flashed over Roger’s face. 
he began. Then he stopped short. 

“Maybe you’ll screw it back tight into place,” 
she suggested. “I’ll give Timmy something else 
to think about while you do it. He’s going to cry, 
if he isn’t allowed to play with it. I’m afraid the 
wood will get scratched.”’ 

She picked up a little toy dog and carried the 
baby to the other side of the room. 

Roger examined the ball-like bedpost end. 

Shorty, standing just outside in the hall saw him 
take the round ornament and examine it. He 
seemed intent on peering inside the bedpost from 
which the knob had come. The lady was playing 
with the child; her back was turned. Suddenly 
Roger bent forward. ‘Short!’ he called. 

Shorty came. 

“Look here,’’ whispered Roger under his breath. 
“Don’t let anybody see it!’”’ He put his hand into 
the opening and drew out a strange, old-fashioned 
gold watch and chain. It was wrapped in a piece 
He gave 
Shorty a quick, surprised glance. ‘‘Here goes the 
ball back,’’ he called to the lady. ‘“‘I’ll bet he 
can’t budge it again!” 

She thanked them. 

The door shut and they went down the hall. 
Here they said, “‘Good night’ to the strange man 
who had fixed the lantern on his car and had come 
back. Then the boys went down to the kitchen. 

The oil burned low in the glass lamp. ‘“‘Let’s 
see!’’ cried Roger, taking the watch and paper from 
Shorty and carrying them toward the light. ‘“‘We 
sure found something! I never dreamed that post 
held a hiding place for jewels! Just think—those 
posts not solid!’” He looked at the large watch 
and snapped its case open. The case was engraved 
with a big spread-eagle. ‘“‘Let’s see that writing,” 
he mused. “I can’t make it out, but it’s 
Grandfather Hudson’s writing; I know that! I’ve 
got a book he gave Dad when Dad was a kid. Say, 
Short, I’ve got it—’’ He bent closer to the light. 
‘“**Look in the secret compartment and give what 
you find to Thomas.’”’ 

““My!” exclaimed Shorty. 
secret compartment? 
our treasure?” 


se Why—”’ 


““Where’s there any 
Do you suppose that means 


(The conclusion of “‘Roger at the Helm’ will appear 
in the May issue of CHILD LIFE.) 
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sun shines 


Where the sun shines 
On our lawn— 
We play in Sun-suits 
All day long! 


Next to the heart of Nature in a 
Jantzen Sun-suit! Little boys and 
little girls learn how to live a de- 
lightfully long summer holiday 
in the new Sun-suits. 

They spend their play-time hours at home 
or on outing trips in these light, strong, 
snugly-fitting little suits. They learn the 
new health secrets direct from the summer 
sunshine and the warm breezes, breathing 
fresh air through every pore. 

Jantzen Sun-suits cost but a trifle, yet how 
they lighten work! What fun and health 
they add to vacation days! 

Color-fast, made of real dyed-in-the-wool 
yarns, knit the famous Jantzen-stitch way 
—snug, elastic, perfect-fitting. Find them 
wherever Jantzen swimming suits are sold. 

Ask your merchant for red diving girl 
sticker or send 4c for two. Style sheet 
sent free upon request. Jantzen Knitting 
Mills, Portland, Oregon. Jantzen Knitting 
Mills of Canada, Ltd., Vancouver, Canada. 

' i ‘ 





REG. U. S. PAT. OFF. 
Designed under the supervision 
of a noted child specialist. 
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STAR STUDY 


(Continued from page 222) 


because they always point to the 
North Star. 

Although the North Star has its 
own name, POLARIS, it is not one 
of the brightest stars and it is well 
for you to remember that when 
you are looking for it. 

I hope you will find every one of 
the Constellations so you will be 
ready for your next star lesson and 
new star map. 


CORRECT PRONUNCIATION 
OF STAR NAMES 


Cassiopeia (kas’i-6-pé’ya) 
Cepheus (sé’fiis; sé’fé-iis) 
Draco (dra’k6) 

Polaris (po-la’ris) 


Ue 
OUR WORKSHOP 


(Continued from page 243) 


Fig. 2, of the correct dimensions so 
that you, too, can make a tracing 
of it. 

Basswood is very good for coping- 
saw work, but pine is easily sawed, 
too, and many other kinds of wood 
will do. The wood should be not 
thinner than 34 inch and not 
thicker than 34 inch. If you don’t 
find a box of the right sort of boards, 
you can get scraps of wood from 
a carpenter. 

When you have made the rabbit 
tracing, place it upon the wood so 
that the grain runs up and down, 
not from head to tail of the rabbit. 
Slip the carbon paper under the 
tracing, hold the tracing firmly 
with tacks or gummed paper, and 
go over the outlines carefully with 
a pencil. 

After sawing out the pieces, do 
not be satisfied until you have filed 
and sandpapered the edges as true 
and smooth as you can. They 


‘|should be nearly perfect, if not 


exactly so. 
The bases were cut out of 


(Continued on page 257) 





Dressed in Silk—Safely 


So that little tots might safely wear 
lovely things of silk this fabric was 
originated. Babette is its name; so 
pure, so fine, so sturdy that it will 
wash and wear unendingly. 


For tiny coats or caps — or for 
dresses up to junior size—there is no 
richer fabric made. Yet it is so eco- 
nomical! You’ll always be glad you 
chose Babette. 


Ask for garments of Babette next time you 
shop. If you do not find them promptly 
write us for the name of the nearest Babette 
store. And, insist upon seeing the label 
which marks genuine Babette — it is 
illustrated below. 































Most Beautiful 


Cuties Ever! 


1 season’s patterns are be- 
witching in their exquisite 
colors and the soft, silky yarns 
feel good to little feet. ¥ our 
children will delight in these 
dainty Sox for Tots and % length 
Sports Hose for older boys and 
girls. Pleasantly priced, too. 

Always ask for Randolph 
Cuties—the only genuine Cuties. 
If your dealer hasn’t them, send 
us his name, and if you enclose $1 
we will send you our sample box. 
Be sure to state size and whether 
you want Sox for Tots or Cuties 
Sports % length hose. 

Tell your children to fill in 
coupon below for free membership 
in The Cuties Club and get cute 
Cuties button. 























































































































Trade Mark on Every Pair 


RANDOLPH MILLS 
Dept. C-4 Randolph & Columbia Ave. 
Philadelphia 
Townsend & Co., New York City 
Selling Agents 


RANDOLPH 
Cures 


SOX FOR TOTS 


and % length sports hose 
for older boys and girls 


RANDOLPH MILLS, Den C-4 
Randolph & Columbia Ave. 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


I want to join The Cuties Club, please 



































E. M. 




















































































































(Print name here) 
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A Good Citizen—Clean-Up Time 


(Continued from page 241) 





. I kept my desk at school clean. 

2. I erased some marks from the school 
building. 

3. I helped with some clean-up work on the 

school grounds. 

did some work in the school garden. 

helped pick up papers and rubbish in 

the park or in the schoolyard. 

put all the waste paper in the waste 

basket. 

went to school each session with clean 

hands and face. 


uns 
a 


a 
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8. I helped clean up a vacant lot. 
g. I helped clean up the alley. 
10. I cleaned the sidewalk. 
11. I scrubbed the porches. 
12. I helped clean the attic, basement or shed. 
13. I washed the windows or woodwork. 
14. I cleaned my own room. 
15. I started a garden in a vacant lot. 
16. I worked in the garden at home. 


17. I planted some vines. 

18. I helped plant a tree. 

19. I helped make a window or porch box. 

20. I gathered flowers from our garden to 
take to school. 

21. I wascareful not to walk on other people's 
lawns. 

22. I took part in a 
parade. 

23. I made up a clean-up slogan. 

I helped wash some of my own clothes. 
25. I sold some old papers. 


clean-up program or 


An Honor Point is awarded for each day 
a good citizenship deed is recorded. The 
monthly Honor Roll lists the names of those 
who earn twenty-five or more points, and 
there is a prize for members who earn 200 
points during eight consecutive months. 
Other good deeds may be substituted for those 
suggested above, and the best original activities 
are published and awarded extra points. 
Write your name, age, and address at the top 
of a blank sheet of paper; then each day you 
can record the date and your deed or deeds 
for that day. Send your April list of good 
deeds in time to reach us by May Sth, if you 
want your names on the Honor Roll. 


December Honor Roll 


The following members earned twenty-five 
or more honor points during the month of 
December: 


Robert Argabright 
Clara Barrett 


Edith Palmer 
Ellen Palmer 


Ruth Bjerk 
Robert Blood 
James Brewer 
Dorothy Buckley 
Mary R. Campbell 
Jac Chamberlin 
Frances Chofflet 
Carroll Connely 
Raymond Davis 
John DeConno 
Susan Engleman 
Constance Franchot 
Jane Gillespie 
Ella Grinder 
Doris Hagamem 
Ruby Holtdorf 
Douglas Houchins 
James Houchins 
Everett Irwin 
Alice Jeffers 

Ella M. Jennings 
Mabel Johnson 
Viola Kanis 
Orville Kruschke 
Edna Lake 

Ruby Memler 
Marjorie Murdoch 
Maxine McClain 
Lenora Nelson 
Ruth Nett 

Verne Pacey 
Alvin Pagel 


(To be Continued In May Issue of CHILD LIFE) 


Elizabeth Patton 
Darrell Perry 
Donald Perry 
Velma Perry 
Hallie Phillips 
Ray Phillips 
Blanche Pipal 
Phoebe Prentice 
Hazel Redmer 
Honor J. Richards 
Edwin Rieke 
Anna Robinson 
Mary A. Robinson 
Patricia Robinson 
Wilbur Rush 
Sylvia Sarlat 

Fern Sauter 
Dorothy Schold 
Raymond Schold 
Harley Shotliff 
Nancy Sloan 
Helen K. Smith 
Katherine Steinkamp 
Grace Stiehl 
Malvina Teson 
Harriet Trowbridge 
Mary Valenzie 
Pauline Washington 
Dorene Wine 

Edd Wine 
Katherine Zeis 
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Barefoot 
freedom 


_ FOOT was designed by Nature 
to be self-supporting. When it is 
restricted in rigid arch shoes, the 
muscles which hold the bones of the 
foot in arched formation, weaken 
through lack of exercise. That is 
why it is good for children to go 
barefoot and to wear shoes that give 
them barefoot freedom. 


In the Cantilever Shoe, the grow- 
ing foot is free to build up the arch 
strength that everyone needs. For 
this natural shoe is flexible from toe 
to heel, like the foot. It harmonizes 
with the action of the foot instead of 
holding it rigid. 

Cantilevers fit children’s feet per- 
fectly, with room for every toe. For 
the Cantilever Shoe is shaped like 
Nature shaped the foot. It wears 
well, looks well and keeps the grow- 
ing foot in correct shape. 

In nearly every city there is an exclusive 
Cantilever store where children will be fitted 
conscientiously. If you do not find it listed in 
write 
428 Willoughby 
, for the address. 


antilever 
Shoe 


For Health and Economy 


the telephone book under ‘‘Cantilever,”’ 
the Cantilever re 
Ave., 


Brooklyn, N. 


Men, Women, Children 
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Boys and girls like Toot- 
sie Rolls to eat during play | 
time. 


They are so chewy and 
good and so easy to carry 
in the pocket. 


The original 
penny candy. 
sticky or soft. 


wrapped 
Never get 


Pure candy—clean and 


kept clean. 
Ic Rolls 


Chocolate 


and 








Butterscotch 


5c Roll 


Lunch Rolls 
Butterscotch Rolls 
Nut Rolls 
Molasses Rolls 


The Sweets Company of America, Inc. 
414 West 45th Street, New York 


SSSSSSSSESSSESSSSSEESESSSESSEEEEEEESeee 
Enclosed is 25 cents in stamps. Please send 
me a Family Package of Tootsie Rolls. (Mark the 
flavor you want with an X. 
Chocolate ( ) Butterscotch (  ) 


eee eee ee eee eee OREO E EEE HEHE He EEE HE EEE EeEEe 
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OUR WORKSHOP 


(Continued from page 255) 


galvanized iron. This is where a 
daddy comes in handy, because 
tinsnips are necessary, and it takes 
big hands to work them. If Daddy 
hasn’t tinsnips, go to a hardware 
store or a tinsmith’s, and ask the 
man to cut the plates, showing him 
the diagram marked No. 3, that 
he may know the size required. 
Have him round the outer corners, 
and drill three holes along the inner 
edge for small screws, as shown. 
The holes must be ‘‘countersunk,”’ 
that is, slanted so the screw heads 
will fit in them. The man will 
understand. 

Screws one-half inch long are 
needed for attaching the plates to 
the rabbit blocks. Mark with a 
pencil where the plate holes come, 
then start holes in the wood at 
these points with the end of a 
bradawl, and drive the screws into 
the wood. Stick the screw ends 
into a cake of soap, to make them 
drive easily. 

The book ends were finished with 
enamel. The rabbits were en- 
amelled with three coats of white, 
the base plates with two coats of 
black. The wood was sandpapered 
very smooth, first; then after each 
coat of enamel had dried, the sur- 
faces were again sandpapered with 
fine emery paper. With the en- 
amelling done, an upholstering tack 
was driven into each side of each 
head, for eyes, and a piece of felt 
was glued to the bottom of each 
base plate. 

Figures 4 and 5, in the upper 
corner diagrams, show how the 
same rabbit can be made into a 
clever doorstop, a device which 
Mother probably has wished for 
many times, to keep an opened 
door from slamming. The rabbit 
is cut the same as for the book ends, 
but the base plate is longer, and 
two inches of its length are bent 
over, as shown in Fig.6. The bent 
plate forms a wedge to slip under 
the door, as shown in Fig. 5. The 
rabbit doorstop may be finished, as 
suggested for the book ends, or in 
bright colors if you prefer. 
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hieee health- 


and todays Shoes 


Incorrectly designed or poorly fitted shoes 
force tender, growing bones, muscles and 
tendons into unnatural positions. Gradu- 
ally the foot takes form — and the dam- 
age is done! Nervous disorders and much 
physical pain can result during the years 
of maturity from shoe abuse in childhood. 
Simplex Flexies are the best “foot insur- 
ance” you can buy for your children. Flexies 
safeguard the Precious heritage 
of “perfect feet” that is every 
child’s birthright. Flexies help 
growing feet to exercise and 
develop naturally, as they 
should. The famous Flexies 
health lasts conform in 
every way to the 
demands of Na- 
ture. And yet, with 
all this, Flexies are 


delightfully stylish 










re mad 
in both high —shoestobe proud of! 
and low styles, in a Ask your shoe dealer about 
greatvarietyofleathers, these healthful, charming, 


inexpensive little shoes. 


. SIMPLEX SHOE 
Simplex MFG. COMPANY 


Dept. E-74, Milwaukee, Wis. 


Hlexies 





Fill out and mail 
the coupon. It will 
bring you two very 
interesting, nicely 
illustrated booklets 
— one for your in- 
formation and one 
for the children’s 
entertainment. 













Flexies inode your booklets ““The 
Care of Baby’s Feet,”’ explaining the six 
fundamental features tol ook for in chil- 
dren’s shoes, and “The Tale of Brownie 
Lightfout,” a fairy story for the kiddies. 






KEEP YOUNG FEET YOUNG 
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Dates and 


hot cereal 





O LONGER is the children’s hot cereal 
looked upon lightly by zealous 
mothers. It is not always easy to make it 
wanted, though, morning after morning. 


What will sweeten the cereal in a nour- 
ishing way—taking the place of sugar? 
What will heighten the flavor? What 
chewy fruit, amber in color, when cooked 
right into the cereal for two minutes be- 
fore it comes from the stove, will make 
it quite delicious? 


Every few mornings, to relieve the 
monotony of plain cereal or the danger 
of excessive sugar, add Dromedary Dates. 


Dromedary Dates are the clean, pack- 
aged dates. They are mechanically handled 
in the far-away date gardens and come to 
you ready to pit and slice. Keep them on 
hand already pitted. With the new pat- 
ented pitter, it is easy to do a whole pack- 
age and put the dates in a covered jar 
where they are ready for any use. 


PITTING DROMEDARIES 

: There's a new device—a 
comfortable thing to han- 
dle—resembling a pair of 
sugar tongs. Itworks quick- 
lyand easily. You save time 
and trouble, taking the pit 
without tearing the fruit— 
areal advantage when stuff- 
ing. Clip the coupon for 
the pitter. 





Dromedary Dates 








THE HILLS BROTHERS COMPANY 
108 Washington Street, New York, N. Y. 


Gentlemen: (Please check one) 
Please send me the new Dromedary Date a 


Pitter with recipe material and instruction 
leaflet. I enclose ten cents (in stamps or coin). 

Please send me, free of charge, the little O 
12- -page leaflet, “How to Enjoy a Package of 
Dates,” with many useful recipes. 


IR sinners ps — 


ADDRESS. wea a 
© The Hills Bros. Co. 
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PRACTICING 


LINA CLINGEN 


AM a captain brave, 
And I have soldiers ten, 


I make them march right up the 


hill, 
And then march down again. 


Sometimes they skip and jump, 
Up high and then down low, 
But I am still their captain 
And tell them where to go. 


They have to march quite fast, 
Or slowly as I please. 

My fingers all are soldiers 
Marching on the keys. 





wie 


F COURSE, there’re fairies, 
for I know 
Where hang their dresses, row on 


Wy 

Ces ae a 

iy Fy yD 

ue eS 


PRETENDING 


ts) 
by ey 

yy Oh 
Du Z Yi 


eS 


MATTIE LEE HAUSGEN 


row. 


Some come from Madam Holly- 


hock’s, 


And some from Mistress Four 


O’Clock’s. 


White petticoats, so dainty, fine, 
From Mrs. Morning-Glory Vine! 


Then Madam Spider never fails 


To furnish them with dew-gemmed 


veils! 


Of course, there’re fairies—each 


child knows 


Where ev’ry fairy gets her clothes! 


















Color: 
tail, 


age 8. 


vania, age 9. 


Agnes Amundson 
Lockwood Alison 
Mary Armstrong 
Edith Alexander 
Nathan Aram 
Hartley Aram 
Marian Andrews 
Nancy E. Bean 
Carol Beck 
Ruth Baker 
Arthur Braithwaite 
Martha Botton 
Judith Black 
Alice Beal 
Rufus Bratton 
Lillian Buttin 
Barbara Burns 
Mary C. Beem 
Bessie Barto 
Ruth Breckbill* 
Janet Brunyate* 
Janet Buzzard 
Elizabeth Baugh 
Anita L. Bowman 
Eugene Burkhard 
Dorothy Baker 
Dorothy Bishop 
Mary Jane Boyd 
Blanche Babcock* 
Patsy Brewster* 
Sue Briggs 
Fred Bloomhardt 
Billy Beecher 
Marie Bennett 
G. Wilson Brinck 
Myra L. Belcher 
Virginia Burton 
Hearon Buttrill 
Bruce Beasley, Jr. 
Peggy Boone 
Charlotte Brainerd 
Nancy Cochran 
Betty Callahan 
Mary Cooker 
Mary L. Corbus 
Norma Clark 
Anna M. Caperton 
Virginia Culbreath; 
Gweneth Carson 
Marjorie Chubb 
Mary Ann Collins 
Marian Crawley 
Esther Clough 
Florence Cheed!le 
Richard Crosby 
Helen Coleman 
Wilde H. Campbell 
Charlotte Cooper 
George L. Curtis 
Marshall F. Crouch 
Eleanor Clark 
Virginia Christie 
Dickie Colvert 
Charles Derby 
Edgar De Santos 
Dorothy Davis 
Marguerite Dettmers* 
Martha Drake 
Elnora Degree 
Billy Dollan 
Barbara Dunshee 
Janet Davis 
Elizabeth Darrell 
Catherine Dallas 
Aldena Disler 
Estes Dill, Jr. 
Donald Daily 
Birdean De Haven 
Charita Erickson 
Helen Ehleider 
Elizabeth Eason 
Ada Evans 


PAUL W. BROWN, 
Los Angeles, Calif., age ro. 
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WHO'S WHO 
IN THE ZOO 


FEBRUARY COLOR 
CONTEST 


SOLUTION 


The laughing Jackass or Kookaburra. 
Brown above, creamy white below; 
a barred chestnut color and black. 
Wing has a bar of bright blue. 


WINNERS 
KATHLEEN M. ROSS, Sutherlin, Oregon, 


FREDA POLTZ, Algona, Iowa, age 11. 
THOMAS BOLSTER, Berwyn, Pennsyl- 


3408 Madera Ave., 


HONOR ROLL 


Karl Ebert 
Jane Foster 
Willard Figley 
Miriam Frank 
Billy Foertmeyer 
Virginia Felser 
Evelyn Farrar 
Robert Fronske 
Valda Fiske 
Harry Gifford, Jr. 
Allene Gates 
Helen Girton 
Elizabeth Gilbert 
Sarah Gudschinsky 
Helen Garner ' 
Gretel Gerstenberger 
Juanita Gillenwater 
Ellen H. Grant 
Ruth Hansen 
Leonard Hickman 
Marvin Harmon 
Dorothy M. Haas 
Elizabeth Hawkins 
Charles Harper 
pexe Hardy 
oberta Howell 
Nancy Heizer 
Billy Hubbell* 
Charlotte Holland 
Barbara Holman 
Mary Heald 
Paul Hogan 
Robert Hollman 
Elizabeth Hubbard 
Elizabeth Hassman 
Evelyn Hilty 
Blanche Johnson 
Remola Johnson* 
Louis Johancsik 
Veronica Kish 
Lucy Kauffman* 
Margaret King 
Barbara Kin 
Evelyn Kendrick* 
Nora B. Lichty 
Marian Lynch* 
Mary A. Lenk 
Margaret Lange 
Max Larson 
Bill Leith 
Herbert Lindsay 
Robert Lewis* 
Ned Lynch* 
Ernest Miracle 
Beatrice Merriman 
Harriett Mathias 
Mary E. Merrill 
Mary E. Mills 
Alden Morse* 
Peggy Menuez* 
Barbara Miller 
Claudia Mortenson 
Virginia Monroe 
Verna Milbauer 
Alice C. Mack 
Christine Miller 
Dorothy Marleau 
Madeleine Maire 
Genevieve Moran 
Huguette Mercadier 
May K. Milam 
Carolyn Murray 
Mary A. Materi 
Ruth McLeod 
Patricia McMurray* 
Mary J. McKenna 
Johnny June McClue 
Joseph McDowell 
Arthur Napier, Jr.* 
Robert Nissen* 
Doris North 
Neva Neal 


*Special Mention 
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CLUB MOTTO 





The only joy I keep is what I give away 


Since children are the real Joy Givers, CHILD LIFE is providing them with the Joy Givers’ Club. 
The purpose of this Club is to give joy to the readers of CHILD LIFE and to encourage expression 


in its members. 


Any reader of CHILD LIFE of twelve years of age or under may become a member of this club, 


whether a regular subscriber or not. 


This department is composed of original creations by the children themselves. 

Short joy-giving contributions in prose, verse, or jingle are welcome. Well illustrated stories are 
especially desired. All drawings should be done on white unruled paper. 

The contributions must be original and be the work of children of twelve and under. 

If you know ways to give joy to others, write about them in story form, and send your story to CHILD 
LIFE. Miss Waldo will give your letters and contributions personal attention. No manuscripts can 


be returned. 


For Joy Givers’ Club membership cards write to 


CHILD LIFES 


CarRE OF RAND MCNALLY & Company 


APRIL SONG 


Spring is coming, spring is coming! 
Birdies, build your nest! 

Weave together straw and feather, 
Doing each your best. 


Spring is coming, spring is coming, 
Flowers are coming, too. 
Pansies, lilies, daffodillies 
Now are coming through. 


Spring is coming, spring is coming! 
All around, it’s fair. 

Shimmer and quiver on the river, 
Joy is everywhere! 


HELEN ROSENGREN, 
Age 11 Sacred Heart, Minn. 


SPRING MAKE-BELIEVE 


The grass is a green, green sea, 

And the paper frost-hoods on the begonias 
Are whitecaps rolling in to me. 

The arbor with its wisteria purple and white 
Is a pirate ship that will sail to-night, 
Flying its sails, purple and white, 

Over the green, green sea. 


GERTRUDE POLK BROWN 
Charleston, S. C. 


Dear CHILD LIFE: 

Santa Claus brought me CHILD LIFE 
for Christmas and I like it very much. 
My Aunt Lou reads it to me. 

I am sending you a picture of me in the 
snow. I love to play outside because we 








have lots of snow here in the winter. 
_ I am only three years old, so my mother 
is writing this for me. 


“*Steamboat’”’ 
(JOHN PALMER) HARBISON, 
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Duluth, Minn. 


ROSE WALDO, Editor 
536 S. CLARK STREET 


CHIcAGo, ILLINOIS 


THE EASTER: PARTY 


Once there lived a little girl named 
Jennie. One day she came running in and 
said, ‘‘Mother, it is near Easter. May I 
have an Easter party?” 

Her mother’s reply was, “Yes,” as 
Jennie had expected. They sat on the 
sofa and planned the party. She said she 
would invite the children in the neighbor- 
hood. 

At last the day for the party arrived. 
The first thing on the program was the 
Easter egg hunt. As Mother had already 
hidden the eggs among the bushes and 
flowers, the children skipped outdoors and 
scrambled around in every nook and corner 
to see how many they could find. They 
were given fifteen minutes to hunt. Then 
Mother called them all together to see who 
had found the most. Margaret was the 
lucky one. She had found five. 

Next was ‘Roll the Easter Eggs,’’ and 
they all had fun at that. Then they went 
around to the back yard to see the bunnies 
that Jennie’s father had given her for 
Easter. 

As it was getting late, a dainty lunch was 
served of cocoa and cookies. Then all went 
home feeling very merry. But Jennie was 
the happiest of all because she had made 
so many others happy. 


LOUISE BRENTARI 
Gallup, N. M. 
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Dept. A4, Moline, tll. 


Let’s take a trip 


‘ 
to Buildoblox . 








It’s the most fun! Billy and Helen know— 
because they went there. 

First, they rode on a Ft = 
funny train like this 2a=s07—n=z, 
through farm country where 


they /\ saw ¢—h. these queer < 
trees {; houses fam and animals. <= 

Billy —= = ae saw a Buildoblox 
airplane —— as they neared the 
city of € Blox, where these quaint 
people live. 

There they saw so many interesting 
things, they decided to stay for awhile. 
Now what do you suppose they saw there? 


StromBecKer 


Buildoblox 


Hexoblox 





My local Storr which please Sem 
is $..- 
os 7 x Rd 
° {idoblox at $ 
Bu Ww 


eS we 
i Satisfaction guarant 


CHILD LIFE 


Becker Mfz- Co. ‘alee’ 
ve the following. Enc 
‘ee t $1.00 
Hexoblox at © aS 
ee! Diamoblox at $1 
‘es, add 10%) 
a Rockwe money refund 


does not ha 


* Buildoblox at $2.< 


If your Daddy or Mother will buy you a 
set of Buildoblox, you can see the same 


things. You'll find out what was in the 
city of Blox. The directions. are easy to 
follow. 


PARENTS—Buildoblox are more than 
a plaything—they develop imagination 
and creative powers. 


Prof. M. V. O'Shea, noted child educator, has written 
a Buildoblox play-guide (packed in each set) of absorb- 
ing interest to children. It leads their imaginations, 
and makes Buildoblox unlike any other play-blox ever 
offered. A splendid birthday or Easter oie alee price is 
but a trifle! Regular size, $2.50; Junior set, $1.00. 
Equally instructive, with play guides, are Diamoblox 
and Hexoblox, bright-colored blox for games and 
designs, only $1.00. each. 


PlayThings 


Diamoblox Ten Pins 








HERE’S A_ 
REAL 
SURPRISE 


O EVERY boy or 
girl, who sends us a 


new subscription for 
some one not in their 
own family, we will give 
a CHILD LIFE COOK 


BOOK FREE. 


UST fill out the coupon below and send us $3.00 and 
we will send you the CHILD LIFE COOK BOOK. 


| CHILD LIFE, 536 South Clark Street, Chicago, Illinois 
Here is $3.00 for a brand new subscription to CHILD LIFE for 


Please send the Cook Book to me 








ed in 5 days 1 
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SNOWFLAKES 
little kitten. Her 


Snowflakes is a 
mother’s name is Puff. She has two 
brothers. Their names are Nibs and Juno. 
Snowflakes is a white kitten with blue 
eyes. 

One day as Snowflakes was out playing 
she saw a. little bird and thought it would 
be good fun to catch it. So up the tree she 
scrambled, hoping to catch the poor little 
bird, but as soon as she got near the bird, 
it flew away. She kept doing this for a 
little while and when she was about to 
jump down, she saw a dog named Rex. 

Rex, on seeing her, instantly gave chase. 
Snowflakes’ heart was almost in her mouth. 
Rex was quite close to her. She soon 
began to take long strides, so that she 
would get home quicker. At last she 
reached home and went around the house, 
looking for Jane, her mistress. And when 
she found her she told her that naughty 
Rex had been chasing her. 

“Well,” said Jane, ‘“‘what were you doing 
out there a little while ago?” 

“I was trying to catch a little bird,” 
Snowflakes replied. 

“When kittens chase birds they can’t 
complain when dogs chase kittens.” 

Then Snowflakes looked sad. 


HELEN Munro, 


Age 9. North Sydney, C. B. 





JIMMY AND STICKERS 


THE COMING OF STICKERS, 
THE PUP 


‘‘A surprise!”” called Jim excitedly. 
“Oh, Flossy, you should see.’ 

Flossy was still in bed, when she heard 
smothered laughter, sharp exclamations, 
and a rather bumpy noise. The folks were 
coming upstairs. What a racket! 

Jim’s face appeared in the doorway, then 
Mother and Daddy with, well, what do you 
think? A darling Airedale puppy. He was 
quite young; in fact, he couldn’t even 
ascend the stairway alone. 

Flossy was delighted. ‘‘What shall we 
call him?’’ she queried. 

“T know. Let’s call him Stitches. Our 
cat’s name is Bastings, and Stitches would 
go well with that name.” 

“Oh, no, Stitches is too hard to say. 
Let’s name him Stickers,’’ said Daddy. 
Everyone agreed. 

So Stickers made his debut in our family, 
and he is still here, a much beloved dog. 


BETTY BAYMORE, 


Age 12. Norwalk, Ohio 
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THE EASTER BUNNY 


There was once a little Easter bunny 
who was very sad. This is why: it was get- 
ting to be Easter time and the little bunny 
could not get any dyes to color his Easter 
eggs. He began to cry, “‘Oh, dear, oh dear! 
Now I cannot make any children happy 
with my Easter eggs.”’ Suddenly a kind 
little Easter fairy sprang up and asked him 
what was the trouble. He told her. After 
he had told her his trouble, she w aved her 
magic wand and before you could say “ Jack 
Robinson,” up came a lot of dyes in front 
of the little Easter bunny. So he ran home 
to color his eggs. 


LEwIs B. GREENBAUM, 
Age 734 years New York City, N. Y. 





PAUL RONEY 


Dear Miss Waldo: 

I am five years old. We live in Florida 
now, but we used to live in Olney, IIl. 
I have a puppy dog named Skeet. My 
sister Peggy, who is six years old, has a 
cat and four little baby kittens. We also 
have four snow-white squirrels in a cage 
by one of our large pecan trees. We like 
to live in Florida and we love our pets. 
My daddy reads CHILD LIFE to us and 
he is writing this letter for me, but I am 
telling him what to say. I will send you 
my picture taken with Skeet. 


With love from 


PAUL RONEY, 
St. Petersburg, Fla. 


EASTER 


April is coming, 
Easter is near, 
Eggs will we find 
From the bunny so dear. 


RuTH E. ROWELL 
Age 9 years Charleston, W. Va. 


APRIL SHOWERS 


April showers bring May flowers. 
And I know the reason, too, 
Why buttercups are yellow 

And violets are blue. 


The sun and wind have done their part 
And the warm and gentle showers 

Have touched the buds’ sweet little hearts 
And turned them into flowers. 


Betty B. MACDONALD. 
Age 10 New Castle, Ind. 








Joy Givers Club 
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Not a mere toy, but a very practical and beautiful 
Easter or Birthday gift that will delight the heart of 
any child who receives one of these Children’s Desk Sets 
in fine Morocco Leather; Stationery Rack with groove 
for pen, Rocker Blotter, Inkwell, Paper Cutter and 
10”x 13” Desk Pad; in Blue, Brown, Red or Green, 
daintily hand-tooled in pure gold; as finely made as the 
SIME GO OUREE Fos ce cee esa ee . $10.00 


yr ye ar Yr ee Ok ee 2 


FREEMAN-SELDON, Inc., (Department C 
28 W. 57th Street, New York 


0 Brown ()Green ( Blue 
BP bw octaten vane 





I enclose $10. for which please send to the following address—I Children’s Desk Set in 





CAPTAIN INKS, himself, of the 
(ae orse Marines never 
wore a finer outfit than the Bradley 
Captain JINKS Jr! Four warm 
worsted pieces. Navy blue—with 
all the “trimmings”. Double row 
of brass buttons. Anchor on cap 
and sleeve. Gold stripe down the 
leg, ’n all! Altogether as brave a 
suit as ever faced a frisky breeze 
See this and other Bradley 
wearables at your dealer’s. Or write 
for the new Bradley Style Book. 


BRADLEY KNITTING COMPANY 
Delavan,, Wisconsin 


Slip into a 


and out-of-doors 


© 1927 by Bradley Knitting Co. 


Settl Ah Aint Ait Aah th dona te tino tk et er ee 2 oe 0 


A Real Desk Set for Girls and Boys! 


An 

Easter or 
Birthday 
Gift 

that every boy 
and girl will 
be proud to 
possess. Mail 
the coupon 
today! 






NOTE: 


Orders placed 
immediately 


will insure re- 
ceipt in ample 
time for Easter. 
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Sousa Endorses the 
Harmonica 


“Iam a great advocate of the Har- 
monica,” says Lieut. Commander 
John Philip Sousa, famous band- 
master, “‘and especially endorse the 
Harmonica bands which are winning 
sweeping popularity. Thisinstrument 
is a foundation for a musical career; 
and many boys and girls who are now 
learning music on the harmonica 
will step into the great symphony 
orchestras and bands of our country 
some day.” 


You can learn to play a Hohner Harmon- 
ica with the aid of the Free Instruction 
Book. Get a Hohner “Marine Band” today 
and ask for the free book. If your dealer is 
out of copies, write M. Hohner, Inc., Dept. 
187, 114 East 16th Street, New York City. 


Safest 


of all ways to cleanse Eyes. 
NeedsnoinsanitaryEyecup 
Murine is hygienically and con- 
veniently applied with its com- 
bination eye dropper and bottle 
stopper. A few drops are sufficient 
to cleanse your eyes and make 
them clear and bright. Positively 
contains no belladonna. Try it! 


LA 


EYES 











BOYS AND GIRLS 


Another Story Telling Advertis- 
ing Contest in this Issue. 


CHILD LIFE 


Dear Miss Waldo: 

Last summer we went from Chickasaw, 
Alabama to New Castle, Louisiana, going 
through Washington, D. C., and coming 
back through Gettysburg. My story will 
be about what we saw in Washington and 
Mount Vernon. 


OUR TRIP 


We went to Mount Vernon to see where 
George Washington used to live. The 
house is beautifully situated on the top 
of a hill leading down to the Potomac 
River. The old slave quarters, the spring 
house, the spinning room, the kitchen and 
stable are separate buildings. The house 
has antique furniture in it. The family 
Bible was cased in glass. We saw George 
and Martha Washington’s graves. 

We then got in our automobile and went 
to Washington, D.C. It was almost dark, 
so we found a tourist camp to camp in 
for the night. The next morning we went 
and looked through the Capitol. I was 
very much impressed by the highness of 
Washington Monument. The elevator was 
not running, so we walked up to the top. 
The Lincoln Memorial is also beautiful. 
Mother took a snapshot of my two brothers 
and myself standing by the reflection pool. 
We went to the National Museum where 
there are all kinds of things, which I couldn’t 
more than begin to name. 


MINNETTE McCONAGHY, 
Age 11. Chickasaw, Ala. 
Dear CHILD LIFE: 

We took a trip to Colorado, New Mexico, 
and Arizona. We surely had a good time. 
In Colorado, we went up to the Mesa 
Verde and saw the Cliff Dwellings. We 
went to Spruce Tree House; it has eight 
kivas and 114 rooms. Wewereinit. We 
went to Cliff Palace and Balcony House, 
and Fairview House. In Santa Fe, New 
Mexico, we saw the governor’s palace. It 
is now a museum. We went through it. 
It is three hundred years old. We went to 
the Grand Canyon and looked through a 
great big telescope and saw down in it. 
We went to the petrified forest and painted 
desert. 


Age 9. 


KATHERINE WILSON, 
Jetmore, Kans. 


Dear Miss Waldo: 

I am a little English girl. I came to 
America last year. A little friend of mine 
has CHILD LIFE. She let me look at it. 
I told Mother about it, and she bought 
it for me. 

I would like to tell the CHILD LIFE 
readers about my trip from England over 
to this country. I left Southampton on 
the 25th of August, and traveled on 
the big liner, ‘“‘Leviathan.” It is a tre- 
mendous boat and it is fitted out beauti- 
fully. The boat left Southampton docks 
about two o’clock in the afternoon and got 
to Cherbourg in France about ten o’clock 
the same night. We took on a lot of 
passengers and mail and sailed about 
midnight. We never saw land again until 
we sighted Sandy Hook in the United States 
six days after leaving England. 

It was lovely to get up in the morning 
and play on deck before having breakfast. 
There were four berths in our cabin which 
seemed so small after living in a house. I 
made friends with another little girl who 
was traveling with her mother and we had 
lots of fun playing on deck. An elevator 
took you down to the deck where your 
cabin was and brought you up whenever 
you wanted to come. There was a lovely 
orchestra that played at meal times. It 
was just like eating in a restaurant. I was 
quite sorry when the voyage was over. 

With love to CHILD LIFE readers, 


PreGccy COLLINS, 


Age 11. Rochester, N. Y. 


April, 1927 


It’s Fun 


...to weigh ona 


Health-O-Meter 


All you do is to get on. 
A big arrow flashes 
around and tells you 
your exact weight. 
Weighing yourself 
every day on a Health- 
O-Meter is great 
fun. 







Asktohavea 


HEALTH-O.- METER 


... put in your bathroom 


It’s nice to know how much you weigh 
today and how much you have gained since 
last week. Your parents will be glad to 
have you weigh daily so that they can be 
sure you are growing as you should. 

$15.00 Delivered East of the Rockies 


CONTINENTAL SCALE WORKS 
5701 So. Claremont Ave. Dept. 48-D Chicago 


Carrots tecn cabbage — spinach—tomatoes - —stringbeans— 
healthful bodys pad vegetables. Cook t :em- al foods-- 
‘aterless Cooker to 


fealt min — 
out and lost in water ie 
Children relish v: les when they 
en_ Craft wey. do adulte—while. Moth 
enjoys the way the Kitchen Craft Wate: 
pares an entire meal at one time over a 
the rests, does other work, or spends 


Write for FREE booklet complete! 


to preserve in the 
usually boiled 
<ed the Kitch- 


» of in recreation. 


i ing this wonder 
thorities every- 


‘Beals a 
cooker Which is recommended by health a 
where, 


THE KITCHEN CRAFT CO. 
Health Hill 


West Bend, Wis. 


Kitchen Craft W: 

Cookers are made of alumi 
num-. “practical size for aver- 
age fami By es 85. and’ Far 


r 
Wests ° oid dite direct 
est to the 


TRACE MARA AEG. U.S. PAT. OF MICE 


Save Foot Trouble 
and Shoe Expense 
The ideal play shoe to 
develop children’s feet 
properly. 
Style 3254 antes elk. 
Style 3251 tan elk. 
Sizes 2-6—$2.75 64-10—$2. 95. 
On sale at high grade shoe stores or sent direct if 
dealer cannot supply you. 
Illustrated folder on correct care of childrens feet on request. 


BERKSHIRE FOOTWEAR CORP. Dept. Holliston, Mass. 
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See EUROPE 


Intelligently and 
in Comfort! 


Henry Purmort Eames’ Summer 

« Travel Party. His eighth and best 
tour sails in June 17, 1927 for 72 
wonderful days. 


Address Mr. EAMES 
American Conservatory, Kimball Hall 
CHICAGO 
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CHIC 


{ named my dog “Chic,” 
For she’s stylish and pert. 
When we first got her, 
Her poor paw was hurt. 


But now it’s all well, 

As from this picture you see. 
Wherever I go 

She’s always with me. 


I know she likes CHILD LIFE 
For her face seems to say, 
‘That book is just fine, 

Won’t you read it to-day?” 


CORRALYN GREENWOOD, 


Age 10 Milwaukee, Wis. 








CORRALYN GREENWOOD 


My dear CHILD LIFE Friends: 


I was very pleased to get your kind 
letters and am very glad to write to you, 
through CHILD LIFE. 


I am nearly nine years old. I have a 
sister of ten and a brother of six and a half. 
We live by the sea, and are almost sur- 
rounded by mountains, all of which are 
barren, as not a shrub or bush grows on 
them. 


Our main industry is nitrate. We live 
close by the biggest copper mine in the 
world. The name is “Chuquicamata.” 

The climate here is nearly tropical, as 
there is very little difference between the 
seasons. We have no natural vegetation 
at all and every drop of water we use is 
distilled. In the south of Chile, the seasons 
are well marked, and they have all kinds 
of vegetables and fruit, both tropical and 
others, which they ship north by boat. 

During our mild winter, the native men 
go out in little boats and harpoon the 
swordfish, while they are sleeping on the 
surface of the water; then, they drag the 
fish to the shore and cut it all up into 
large slices which the vendors string on 
a long pole and carry Chinese-fashion, and 
go about the streets selling them. The 
refuse is thrown into the sea again and very 
large seals come and fight to see which of 
them can get it. Sometimes the sword of 
the fish is a yard and a half long and the 
seals, or rather sea lions, are ten feet long. 


I hope I have been able to make my 
letter of some interest to you, and remain 


Your friend, 


GENEVIEVE WILCOX, 
Tocopilla, Chile. 





Sete’ 2708-220 Fifth Ave. 


Joy Givers Club 


DEALERS 


Record Book for the stories of your dollies. 


BERG DOLL 
The World Standard 
SINCE 1879 


“Hediforme” Shoes 


Rep US Pu C8 


Teach Your Children How To 
Put The Best Foot Forward 


Parents, take no chances. Buy your children 
Pediforme Shoes. Orthopedically correct. A 
size and style for every age and purpose. Before 
you buy another pair send for 

The PEDIFORME Book M 


It tells you about your children’s feet and how 
to care for them. 
THE PEDIFORME saee co. 
36 W. 36th St., 2 Livingston St., 
New York Brooklyn 


Do Vea Want More Money? 


Here's an easy, pleasant way to make 
money for those luxuries youcrave. Our 
beautiful line of lingerie in Milanese, 
Glove Silk and Rayon and our extra- 
ordinary values in Men’s, Women’s, Chil- 
dren’s and infants’ hose sell at sight. 
Send today for full particulars. You will 
be delighted with our generous prop- 
Osition. 


TIFFANY SILK CO. 


Children Can Easily — 
Hang Up Pictures with 


Moore Push-Pins 
Glass Heads—Steel Points 


Moore Push-less Hangers 
Safely Hold Heavy Pictures 


10c pkts. Everywhere 
MOORE PUSH-PIN CO.. Philadelphia, Pa. 
, 4 ff 4 2  @ fi 


The Purity of Cuticura 


Makes It Unexcelled 


For All Toilet Purposes 





‘A NEW Amberg Doll /. | 
“Faerie Princess” 


Fully Jointed “Mama” Doll 


Fine Wig and Eyelashes 


Lovely Lace Dresses Choice of Colors 
Pink, Blue, Lavender, Maize, White. 


them to retail at 


Like Magic! 


The NEWBORN BOTTLE BABE 
Apparently drinks all the milk, and then, 
the bottle refills itself! 


At Your See 


he has no more, send us the coupon below. 


FREE Keep the storiesof yourdollies._ Yourdeale 2 \ 
will supply you FREE with a Dolly 
If go 


LOUIS AMBERG ESON ee 
869 BROADWAY, NEW YORK Pa inh deere ctacniaces State. ...0.0 


New York — 





















Ask Your Dealer 


for the 


at Shoulder, Hip and Knee 


of Durable Composition 
(Commonly called ‘‘Unbreakable”) 


Moving Eyes 


Each, has Mama voice. 


Your < - A on 
‘ ‘or 18’ do 
dealer has $6.00 for 20° doll 






$7.00 for 22” doll 





$1.00 
$3.00 













iene 
Louis Amber, 

869 enteey | ‘Bone’ o: D) 

New oe 

Gentlemen: enclose $1.000 $3.000 
$4.000 $5.00) $b. 000 $7.00 (check which) 
for which please have delivered to me an Amberg 
® (Fairy Princess) NEWBORN BOTTLE BABE at 
8 pricestated. Pleasesend me, F’ _, pony of your 
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a HAIR 


For Mother 
and Child 


Would you like 
to read a book 
about the thrill- 
ing discovery of 
Kotalko among 
the ancient 
Cherokee Indi- 
ans? It tells 
quite a wonder- 
ful, romantic 
story, and is 
published by us. 
It will be sent 
you, free, on re- 
quest. 


Now, Kotalko is 
being used all 
over the world 
by mothers for 
their own hair 
and for their children’s hair. Also by 
other members of the family. 

Kotalko is considered unsurpassed by 
legions for falling hair, dandruff, dry scalp, 
baldness, etc. Enthusiastic men, women 
and children who owe their lovely hair to 
Kotalko, call it the True Hair Grower. 


FREE Trial Box 
To ae the efficacy of Kotalko for men’ Ss, women’s 
children’s hair, the producers are giving Proof 
Sones, Use coupon or write today, to 
KOTAL CO., B-605, Station L, New York 


Please send me FREE Proof Box 
of KOTALKO, also Special Book. 
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Safe 

Milk 

and Food 
For INFANTS, 


Children, Invalids 
and for All Ages 


« for Horlick’s 
he ORIGINAL 
Malted Milk 


~~, 


FILMS—BOYS—FILMS 
Largest and Finest Stock in the Country. 


Tom Mix—Chaplin—Johnny Hines—Baby Peggy 
All the Best Stars 


200 foot lengths $1.50 postpaid. Complete 
stories, 1000 feet $3.50 per reel up. List Free. 


Write for our SPECIAL COMBINATION OFFER 


DIXIE FILM CO. 
Dept. G. Box 2042 Memphis, Tenn. 


o AND SAFETY 


Invest your Aina in our Real Estate Mortgage 
Securities. Never a loss of principal or interest. 
Yon can invest from $100 up. 


Write us for particulars 


B. J. CAVANAGH 


1310 Equitable Bldg. Des Moines, Iowa 


Freckles 


Secretly and Quickly Removed! 


you can banish those annoying, 
embarrassing freckles, quickly 
and surely, in the privacy of your 
own boudoir. Your friends will won- 
der how you did it. 


Stillman’s Freckle Cream bleaches 
them out while you sleep. Leaves the 
skin soft and white, the complexion 
fresh, clear and transparent, the face 
rejuvenated with new beauty of 
natural coloring. 

The first jar proves its magic worth. 
Results guaranteed, or money re- 
funded. At all druggists, 50c and $1. 


Stillman’s 


Freckle Cream a Ol} 
eet Whitens 
easeen The Skin 
Reece Ce RRP RRR RTR KERR RES 
The Stillman Co. | Rosemary Lane, Aurora, Ill. 


Send me your FREE make-up and skin treat: 
ment booklet, “‘Beauty Parlor Secrets.” 


CHILD LIFE 


MY GOAT 


I have a goat and his name is Buck. 
Friends of ours gave him to us for the winter. 
He puts his front feet on my head. He 
bucks me down and jumps up in the air. 

On Christmas day, Buck came in the 
house and I gave him candy, lettuce, fruit, 
and crackers. He ate on the table. I put 
pink ribbons on his horns. 

At the party the girls were going to ride 
him but it rained so, Daddy brought him 
in the dining room. I gave him birthday 
cake. 

Mary WINTON, 


Age 8. Wilton, Conn. 


peone 





MARY WINTON 


NANCY ELLEN’S EASTER 


Nancy Ellen was three years old on 
Easter. It was two days before her birth- 
day. 

a was busily engaged in dyeing 
Easter eggs or, to tell the truth, she was 
breaking the eggs and cups which held the 
dye. Her mother, Mrs. Dixon, was con- 
stantly telling her to be careful. Nancy 
Ellen would pay but little if any attention 

to these remarks. 

At last her mother said, “‘Nancy Ellen, 
why don’t you be careful? * 

Nancy, who had just spilled some bright 
purple dye on her apron, answered, “I am 
careful, Mamma. It’s those cups and eggs 
that are bad.” 

Next morning found Nancy getting 
dressed with the first peep of dawn. She 
said to herself, “‘I’ll dye some more eggs 
for Mamma.” 

Her mother, who was in the next room, 
did not hear her as she was exhausted from 
dyeing eggs. 

Nancy Ellen went cautiously downstairs 
and got out the dyes. When she had got 
all the dyes out, she thought of the eggs. 
There were none left over, so she went out 
to the barn to get some eggs. When she 
got out to the barn, she went over to 
“Mrs. Speckley’” to get some eggs. 
She did not see any and, as she was afraid 
to pull the hen off the nest, she could not 
get the eggs. 

Suddenly she had an idea. She went 
over to the hen and whispered to her, 
“Don’t tell my secret, but the eggs that 
you’re on, for I’m sure you have some, 
are mamma’s.” 

Then she tiptoed back. She was afraid 
if she made any noise, her toes would tell 
the secret. 

The day of Easter came at last. It was 
a beautiful day. The crocuses were opened 
and the birds were singing as Nancy Ellen 
stepped into the barn for two reasons. 
The first was to hunt for the eggs her 
mother told her she would find out there. 
The other reason was to get the eggs she 
was going to give her mother. 

When she found her eggs she went after 
her mamma’s. She found, instead of eggs, 
fourteen fluffy baby chicks. All she could 
say was, “I didn’t think the stork came out 
so soon.” Her mother was very much 
pleased with her Easter gift. 


RUTH ELLEN PORTER, 


Age 12 years Fort Wayne, Ind. 


April, 1927 


THE MYSTERIOUS CAVE 


“Oh, Bart, I do wish we could do some- 
thing really exciting. I’ve been all over 
the Ranch and there’s not an interesting 
thing on it.” Betty Dunlap had been on 
her uncle’s ranch just three weeks. 

“It is pretty lonesome,” said her twin 
brother, Bart. ‘Oh, I say, you know the 
cave that Uncle John was telling us about! 
Let’s see if we can find it.” 

So, in the ccol softness of the next morn- 
ing, a young girl and boy, each astride a 
pony, left the ranch and started towards 
the west. 

“I’m so—so kind of scared. It’s dark 
and still, Bart!’ exclaimed Betty, as they 
reached a large pine forest and a rustle of 
leaves made her pony jump. 

“Never mind, sis. It’s only some little 
wild rabbit or some such thing. Oh, here’s 
a nice spring. Let’s have lunch. Then 
we can leave the ponies here while we go 
and look around a little.” 

“All right,” agreed Betty. So after 
lunch they started to climb over rocks and 
all sorts of big logs. After they had been 
climbing about a half an hour, Bart began 
to scan the sky uneasily. 


“T don’t see any cave around here,” 
said Betty. “I guess there isn’t any at 
all. Oh, Bart, it’s going to rain. A big 
drop just fell on my nose.” 

“We had better be looking for a place 
to stay until this shower is over, Betty. 
Now don’t be scared,” said Bart. They 
were almost at the top of the hill when the 
rain started. It certainly did rain hard. 
The twins were just about to go down to 
the ponies, when Betty exclaimed, 

“Oh, Bart! Do you see that cave over 
there? I believe it is the cave we are hunt- 
ing for. Comeon.” They scrambled over 
the rocks until they came to a very large 
cave. They sank down, breathless from 
ore scramble, and watched the rain pour 

own. 


“This is the worst storm that I’ve ever 
seen,’ said Bart. ‘‘Hey, Betty, have you 
a candle or a match? I'd like to look this 
cave over.” 


Sure enough, Betty drew forth a candle 
end and two matches from a little tin box. 
When the candle was lighted, they both 
looked around in wonder. What do you 
suppose they saw? It was a very large 
cave and ina far end were a table and a 
chair. In another 7 was the cutest 
thing that ever a It was a little 
brown bear! It had come in from the rain 
and had been wakened by the light and the 
twins’ voices. It looked at them in such 
a funny way that they both went off into 
peals of laughter. 

Now I must tell you the history of this 
“mysterious cave.” It had been a hiding 
place of the Civil War soldiers. The twins’ 
own grandfather had spent a night in this 
very cave. 

When Betty and Bart and the bear, got 
back to the ranch, they ran into Uncle John’s 
arms. All talked at once, so he wasn’t 
able to hear a thing. They quieted down 
and told their uncle about it all and even 
took him up to see the cave. 

As to the bear, it followed the twins 
around like a dog and they never forgot 
that day in the rain. 


AGNES WEED, 


Age 12. St. Paul, Minn 


SPRING 


I like to hear 

The bluebird sing, 
For then I know 
*Twill soon be spring. 


MARTHA LOUISE SHIPP, 
Lexington, Ky. 








